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3 In Epiftolary Eſſay from M. 


G. to O. B. hon their Mutu- 


al Poems. 
* 


Dear Sir, | | 

Hear this Town does ſo abound by 1 
With ſawey Cenſurers, that faults ate found 
With what, of late, We (in Poctick rage) 

4 Beſtowing, threw away ohe dull Age; 

Put (how ſoe*re Envy, their ſpleens may raiſe, | 

Jo rob my brows of the deſerved Bays) _ 

Their thanks, at leaſt I merit, ſince through ne, 

They are partakers of your Poetry: | 

And this is all Vle {ay in my defence, 8 
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obtain one Line of your well-worded ſence, 
d be content t'have writ the Britiſh Prince, 
m none of thoſe who think themſelves inſpir'd, 
or write with the vain hope to be admir'd, 
ut from a Rule I have (upon long tryal ) 
" avoyd with care all ſort of ſelf denyal. 

hich way ſo'ere deſire, and fancy lead, 
Contemning Fame) that Path I boldly tread; 
And if, expoſing what I take for wit, ö 
o my dear ſelf a pleaſure I beget, 8 
o matter tho the cens' ring Criticks fret. 
hoſe whom my Muſe diſpleaſes, are at ſtrife, 

ith equal ſpleen againſt my courſe of life, 
he leaſt delight of which, Ill not forgo, 
or all the flatt'ring praiſe, Man can beſtow. 


1 if 
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Fail me at once, yet fomething ſo-ſublime, 


—— 


If 1 deſign'd to pleaſe, the way were then, 
To mend my manners, rather than my Pen: 


The firſt's unnatural, therefore unfit, 4 
And for the ſecond, I deſpair of it, 0 $1. 
Since Grace is near as hard to get as Wit. 1 * 
Perhaps ill Verſes, ought to be confin d, 1 


In meer good breeding, like unſav'ry Wind 
Were reading forc'd, | ſnou'd be apt to think, 
Men might no more write ſcurvily, than ſtink - } 
Bur 'tis your choice, whether you'll read or no, 
If likewiſe of your ſmelling it were ſo, | 
Pd Fart juſt as I ite, for my own eaſe, 
Nor ſhou'd you Be concern'd unleſs you pleaſe. 
I'll own, that you writ better than I do, 
But I have as much need to write as you. 
What though the Excrements of my dull Brain, 
Flows in a harſher and inſipid ſtrain ; 
WhiPſt-your rich Head, eaſes it ſelf of Wit, 
Muſt none but Civit Cats have leave to ſhit ? 
In all I write, ſhou'd Sence, and Wit, and Rhym 
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Shall ſtamp my Poem, that the World may ſee, It t 


It cow'd have been produc'd by none but me; 
And that's my end, for Man can wiſh no more, 
Than fo to write, as none e're write before. 

Yet why am I ns Poet of the times, 

J have Alluſions, Similies and Rhymes, 

And Wir, or elie "tis hard that I alone, 

Of the whole Rice of Mankind ſhou'd have none 
Unequally the giving Hand of Heav'n, 


Has all bur this oue only bleſſiing gi v'n. =o 
The World appears like a great Family, & 1 


\Vhole Lord oppreſt with Pride and Poverty. 
5 


That to a few great bounty he may ſhow, 
s fain to ſtrave the num'rous Train below. 
1 AJuſt ſo ſeems Fortune, She's as Poor and vain, 
In ſtriving to ſupport, but can't maintain, 
Here tis profuſe, and there it meanly ſaves, 
a And for one Prince, it makes ten thouſand Slaves, 
5 n Wit alone, t“has been Magnificent, 7 
Or which ſo Juſt a ſhare to each is ſent, 
hat the moſt A varicious are content. 9 
or none e' re thought ( the que Diviſion's ſech ) 
is own too little, or his Friends too much. 
et moſt Men ſhew, or find, great want of Wit, 
MW'riting themſelves, or Jude; ing what is writ, | 
But 1, who am of ſprightiy vigour full, | 
þ | ook on Mankind, as cnvious, and dull, 
Bora to my ſelf, my (elf 1 like alone, 
And muſt conclude my Judgement good, or none, 
For cou'd my ſence be naught, how ſhow dl know. 
Vhether another Mans were good or no ? 
hus I reſolve on my cwn Poetr y, 
hat *tis the beſt, and there's a Fame for me. 
if chen l'm happy, what does it advance, 
5 EWhither to Merit due, or Arrogance ? | 
> Hoh? but the World will take offence hereby, 
5 Vhy then the World ſhall ſuffer for'c, not I: 
Did Cre the ſawcy World and I agree, 
To let it have its beaſtly will on me. 
Why ſhou'd my proſtituted ſence be drawn, 
Toev'ry Rule their muſty Cuſtomes Spawn: ? 
But Men will cenſure you ;*Tis two to one, 
When e're they cenſure they'll be in the wrong. 
There's not a thing on Earth that l can name, 
So fooliſh, and ſo falſe, as common Fame. 
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It calls the Courtier Knave, the plain Man rude 
Haughty the Grave, and the Delighttul lewd, 
Impertinent the Brisk. Moroſs the Sad, 

Mean the Familiar , the Reſery*d one Mad. 

Poor helpleſs Woman, is not favour'd more, 
She's a 5 Hipocrite, or publick Whore. thy, 
Then hd the Divil, wou'd give this--to be frez II 
From th' Innocent reproach of infamy ? 1 
Theſe things conſiderd make me ( in deſpight 
Of idle Rumour ) keep at home and write, 
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EreI( who to my coſt already am Hi 
One of thoſe ſtrange prodigious Creatures | Ai 


Man.) Ar 
A Spirit free to chooſe for my own ſhare, Of 
What caſe of Fleſh and Blood J pleas'd to wear. 50 Fo 
Fd be a Dog, a Nontey, or a Bear, Fir 
Or any thing; but that vain Animal, Tt 
Whois ſo proud of being Rational. ' Tt 


The Senſes are too groſs, and he'll contrive 

A ſixth, to contradict the other five 3 

And before certain Inſtinct, will prefer 

Reaſon, which fifty times for one does err. 

Reaſon that Ignis fatuus in the mind, 

Which leaving light of Nature, ſenſe ) behind; 

Patkle ſs and dang'rous wandring ways it takes, 

Through Errors, Fenny- Boggs,and Thorny- Brakes ; 

Whillt the miſguided follower, climbs with pain, 

Mountains of whimſeys, heap'd in bis own B. oak. 
y tum- 
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de, Stumbling from thought to thought, falls * 
" | OWn, 
Into doubts boundleſs Sea, where like to drown, 
Books bear him up a while, and make him try, 
To ſwim with Bladders of Phyloſophy: 
In hopes ſtill't oretake the Skipping light, 
ez The Yapour dances in his dazling ſight, c 
Till ſpent, it leaves him to Eternal Night. 
Then old age and experience, hand in hand, 
Lead him to Death, and make him underſtand, 
After a ſearch ſo painful and ſo long, 
That all his life he has been in the wrong; 
IHudled in dirt, the reaſoning Engine lies, 
Who was ſo proud, ſo witty, and ſo wile; 
Pride drew him in, as Cheats their Bubbles catch, 
And makes him venture to be made a Wretch. 
His Wiſdom did his Happineſs deſtroy. 
res 7 Aiming to know that World he ſhou*d enjoy; 
.) And Wit was his vain frivolous pretence, 
0 Of pleaſing others at his own expence. 


'C for Wits are treated juſt like common Whores, 
Firſt they're enjoy'd and then kickt out of doors, 
The pleaſure paſt, a threatning Doubt remains, 
That frights th' enjoyer with ſucceeding pains. 
Women and Men of Wir, are dangerous Tools, 

And ever fatal to admiring Fools. 

Pleaſure allures, and when the Fops eſcape, 

'Tis not that they're belov'd, but fortunate, c 

And therefore what they fear, at leaſt they hate, 
And now methinks ſome formal Band andBeard, 

Jakes me to task; Come on Sir, Pm prepar'd. 
Then ly your favour, any thing that's writ 

Againſt this gibeing jingling knack call d Mit, 

Likes me abundantly, but you'l take care, 

- | Vpon this point, not to be too ſevere. Per- 
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 Wetake a flight beyond material ſenſe, I 


That frames deep Myſteries, then finds em out; 
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Perhaps my Muſe, weregfitter for this part, { 
For I profeſs. I can be very ſmart | We 
On Wit, which I abhor with all my heart: by. 
long to laſh it in ſome ſharp Eſſay, 1 
But your grand indiſcretion bids me ſtay, 8 g 
And turns my Tide o Ink another way. P 
What rage ferments in jour degewratc mind, 775 
To make you rail at Reaſon and Mankind? 
Bleſt glorious Man | to whom alone kind Head' n, 
An everlaſting Soul has freely giv'n; 

Whom his great Maker took ſuch care to make, 
That from himſelf he did the [mage tale; 

And this fair frame. in ſhining ®eaſon dreſt, | 
To dignifie his Nature above Beaſt, | 4 
Reaſon, by whoſe aſriring influence, 4 


Dive into Myſteries, then ſoaring pierce 10 
The flaming limites of the Uni ver ſe, 2 
Search Heav'n and Hell, find out what's ated there, 
And give the World true grounds of hope and fear, 4 
Hold mighty Man, I cry; all this we know; 
From thePathetique Pen of Ingelo; 

From Pa:ricks Pilgrim, Sibb's Colloquies 

And 'tis this very Reaſon I deſpiſe. 

This ſupernatural gift, that makes a Mite, 
Think he's the Image of the Infinite : 
Comparing his ſhort life, void of all reſt, 
To the Eternal, and the ever bleſt. 

This buſie, puzling, ſtirer up of doubt, 
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Filling with frantick Crowds of thinking Fools, 
Thoſe Reverend Bedlams, Colledges, and Schools. 
Born on whoſe Wings, each heavy Sot can pierce 
The Limits of the boundleſs Univerſe - 


80 


4 9 


{ So charming Oyntments, make an Old Witch flie, 
\ And bear a Crippled Carcaſs thro* the Skie. 
2 Tis this exalted pow'r, whoſe bus'neſs lies 
In nonſenſe and impoſſibilities: | 
8 This made a whimſical Philoſopher, ä 
2 Before the ſpacious World, his Tub prefer. 
And we have modern Cloyſter'd Coxcombs Who ; 
"2 Retireto think, cauſe they have nougꝰ' ht to do. ' 
gut thoughts were giv'n for Actions Government, 
Where Action ceaſes, Thovght's impertinent. 
Our Sphere of Action is Lites happineſs, 
And he who thinks beyond, thinks like an Aſs. 
bus, whilſt againſt falſe reas'ning 1 inveigh, 
7 1 own right Reaſon, which I wou'd obey : 
I hat Reaſon, that diſticpniſhcs by ſenſe, 
And gives us Rules of god and ill from thence: 
That bounds deſires, with a reforming will, 
3 To keep em more in vigorr, not to kill, 
2 Your Reaſon hinders, mine helps Venjoy, 
J Renewing Apetites yours wou'd deſtroy. 
My Reaſon is my Friend, yours is a Cheat; 
Hunger call's our, my Reaſon bids me eat, 
per verſly yours your Appetite does mock, 
tis asks for Food. that anſwers what's a Clock ? 
This plain diſtinQion Sir your doubt ſecures, 
Tis not true Reaſon 1 deſpiſe, but yours, 
Thus, I think Reaſon righted; but for Man, 
le nere recant, defend him if you can. ! 
For all his Pride, and his Philolophy, 8 1 
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'Tis evident, Beaſts are in their degree 
As wile at leaſt, and Act as well as he. 
Thoſe Creatures are the wiſeſt who attaian, | 
8 By ſureſt means, the ends at which they aim. a 
If therefore Fowler finds, and kills his Mares 
50 | Better than thoſe ſupply'd committeeCairg, Though 


(10) 
Though one a Man was, the other but a Hound, 
Fowler in Juſtice wou'd be wiſer found. 

Yau ſee how far Mans wiſdom hese extends; 
Look next if Humane Nature makes amends. 
Whoſe Principles, moſt generous are and juſt, 
And to whoſe Morals you wou'd ſooner truſt. 
Be Judg your ſelf, Ple bring it to the Teſt, 
Which 1s the baſeſt Creature, Man, or Beaſt ? ? 
Birds feed on Birds, Beaſts on each other prey, 2 
But Savage-Man alone, does Man betray : 2 
Preſt by neceſlity they kill for Food, ) 
Man undoes Man, to do himſelf no good: |; 
With Teeth,and Claws by Nature arm'd,they hant 
Natures allowance, to ſupply their want; 

But Man, with ſiniles, embraces, friendſhips praiſe, 
Inhumanely his Fellows lite betrays ; 

With voluntary pains works his diſtreſs, 

Not through neceſlity, but wantonneſs. 

For hunger, or for Love, they bite or tear, 

W hi!ſt wretched man is {till in Arms for fear; Io 
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For ſear he Arms, and is of Arms afraid. A 
By fear, to fear ſucceſſively betray'd : V 
Baſe fear, the Source whence his beſt paſſions camo W +: 
His boꝛſted Honour, and his dear bought Fame. | © 

That luſt of Pow'r, to which he's ſuch a Slave, 

And for the which alone he dares be brave ; '& 
To which his various Projects are deſign'd, V 
Which makes him Gen'rous, Affable, and Kind; N 
For which he takes ſuch pains to be thought Wiſe, Sir 
And ſcrews his actions, in a forc'd diſguiſe ; Is 

Leading a tedious life in miſery, If 
Under laborious, mean Hypocriſie. 0 
Look to the bottom of his vaſt Deſign, W 
Wherin Mans Wiſdom, Pow'r,and Glory Joyn + To 


The 
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J Wrong'd ſhall he live, inſulted re, opprei? 


(ur) 
The good he acts, the ill he does endure ; 

"Tis all from fear, to make himſelf ſecure ; 

Meerly for ſafety, after Fame we thirſt, 

For all men wou'd be Cowards if they durſt; 

And Honeſty's againſt all common ſenſe, 

Men muſt be Knaves, *tis in their own defence, 
Mankind's diſhoneſt : if you think it fair. 
Amongſt known Cheats to play upon the ſonarey 
You'l be undoneꝛꝗ 

Nor caa weak Truth, your reputation ſve, 

The Knaves will all agree to call you Kn we. 


Who dares be leſs a Villain than rhe ref 
Thus Sir you ſee what humane Natnre craves, 
Moſt Men areCuwards, molt MenWor'd be Knaves. 
The diffrence lyes( as far as I can ſec) 
Not in the thing it ſelf, but the degree; 
And all che ſubject matter of debate, 
Is only who's a Knave of the firſt Rate 
All this with indignation have! 4 id, 
At the pretending part of the proud W orld, 
Who ſwoln with ſelfiſh vanity, deviſe p 


Falſe freedoms, holy Cheats, and forma] Lyes 

Orec their fellow Slaves, to tyrannize, | 
But if at all, ſo Juſt a Man there be, | 

(At all, a Juſt Man, of that bleſt degree. ) 4 

Who does his needful flatery direct, 

Not to oppreſs, and ruine, but protect, z 

Since flattery which way ſo ever laid, — 

Is ſtill a Tax on that unhappy Trade. 

If fo upright a Patriot you can find, 

Whoſe Paſſions bend to his unbyas'd Mind ; 

Who goes his Arts, and Policies apply, 

To raiſe his Country, not his Family; 
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Who boldly fatal Avarice withſtands, 

And tempting Bribes, from Friends corrupted 
| | Hands, 

Is there a Mortal who on God relyes pb. 

Whoſe Life, his Faith, and Doctrine Juſtifies ? 
Not one blown up, with vain alpiring Pride, 
Who for reproof of Sins does Man deride : 
Whoſe envious heart with ſawcy Eloquence, 
Dares chide at Kings, and rail at Men of ſence. 
Wo in his talking vents more peeviſh Lies, 
More bitter railings, ſcandals, Calumines, 
Than at a Gaſſiping are thrown about, 
When the good Wives get drunk, and then fall out. 
None of that ſenſual Tribe, whoſe Talents lye, 
In Avarice, Pride, Sloth and Gluttony. 


Who hunt Preferment, but abhor goo] Lives, 2 f 


Whoſe luſt exalted, to that height arrives, 
They act Adult'ry with their Neighbours Wives. 
And e' re a (core of years compleated be, 
Can from the lofty Stage of Honour ſee, 
Half a lage Pariſh their own Progeny. 

Nor doating He who fain wou'd be ador'd, 
For domineering when at's height he's loar'd, 
A greater Fop in buſineſs at fourſcore, 
Fonder of ſeriours Toys, affected more. 
Than the gay glitt'ring Fool, at twenty proves, 
With all his noiſe, his tawdry Cloatks and Loves. 
But a meek humble Man of modeſt ſence, 


Whg, Preaching peace, does practice Continence 3 
why . 


e pious life's a proof he does believe 
Miſterious truths, which no Man can conceive. 
If upon Earth there dwell ſuch Godlike Men, 


Fle here recant my Paradox to them; 
Adore 
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dore 
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*# Adore thoſe Shrines of Vertue, Homage pay, 
And with the thinking World, their Laws obey. 
lf ſuch there are, yet grant me this at leaſt, 
Man differs more from Man, than Man from Beaſt. 


AkambleinSt. JAMESs PARK. 


Uch Wine had paſt with grave diſcourſe, 
Of who kiſt who, and who does worſe; 
Such as you uſally do hear, 

From them that dyet at the Bear; 

When 1, who ſtill take care to ſee, 

How ſquares are carry'd, and things agree. 

Went out into St. James's Park, 

To cool my Head, and fire my Heart : 

But though St. James has the honnor on't, 

Tis conſecrate to each Gallant, 

There by a moſt inceſtous Birth, 

Strange Woods ſpring from the reeming Earth, 

For they relate how heretofore, 

When Antient Pict began to whore, 

Deluded of his Aſſignation, 

( Jilting it ſeems was then in faſhion. ) 

Poor penfive Lover, in this place, 

VVould weep upon his Mothers Face, 

VVhence Rowes of Mandrakes tall did riſe, 

Whoſe lofty Tops near reach the Skies. 

Each imitative Branch does twine, 

In ſome lov'd fold of Aretine - 

And Nightly now beneath their ſhade, 

Are Amorous charming Dittyes made. 

Unto this All- love - ſheltring Grove, 

Laſſes of th' Bulk and the Alcove. 
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Great Ladies, Chamber-Maids, and Drudges; N 
The Rag-picker and Heireſs, trudges: In 
Carmen, Divines, great Lords and Taylors, 
Prentices, Pimps, Poets and Gaolers, A 
Foot-men, fige Fops, do here arrive, V 
And here promiſcuoully they ſtrive, Sti 
F Along theſe hollow'd Y Valks it was, Fr 
That I beheld Corinna paſs ; T 
VVho ever had been by to ſee, 

The proud diſdain ſhe caſt on me. V' 
Though charming Eyes, he wou'd have ſwore JV 
.She dropt from Heaven that very hour ; 1A 
Forſaking the Divine abode, By 
In ſcorn of ſome deſpairing God. A 
But mark what Creatures V Vomen are, 2 Or 
So infinitely vile and fair, * Cr 

Three Knights, o'th' Elþow and the Slur, Pei 
VVith wrigling Tails, made up to her.. 8 V\ 
Ihe firſt was of your upſtart Blades, In 
Near kin to her that rules the Maids, Jo 
Grac'd by whoſe favour, he was able Ar 
To bring a Friend to th V Vaiters Table. Fre 
V Vhere lie had heard Sir Edward Sutton, 80 
Say how the King lov'd Banſted Mutton. Of 
Since when he'd ne'er be brought to eat, V\ 
By's good will, any other Meat. Th 
In this, as well as all the reſt; Sor 
He ventures to do like the beſt, Th 
But wanting common ſenſe, th' ingredient Go 
In chooſing well, not leaſt expedient. ' Shc 
Converts Abortive imitation, Ha 
To Univerſal affectation; Sor 
So he not only eats and talks, Eac 


But feels and {mells, fits dowu and walks; * Hac 


("8 

Nay Looks and Lives, and Loves by Rote, 

In an old tawdrey Birth-Day-Coat. 
The ſecond was a Grays-Inn Y Vir, 

A great Inhabiter of the Pit; 

VVhere Critick-like, he fits and ſquints, 

Steals Pocket-Hankerchieſs, and hints, 

From's Meighbour, and the Comedy, 

To Cant and pay his Landlady. 

The third a Ladies Eldeſt Son, 
VVithin few years of twenty one; 
uvho hopes from his propitions Fate, 
Againſt he comes to his Eſtate, 

By theſe two VVorthies to be made 
A moſt accompliſht tearing Blade. 
One in a ſtain *twixt Tune and Nonſenſs 
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Cryes, Madam, I have lov'd you long ſince, 


Permit me your fair band to kiſs, 

S VVhegat her Mouth, her Heart ſays yes, 
In ſhort, without much more ado, 

Joyful and pleaßd, away ſhe flew ; | 
And with theſe three confounded Aſſes, 
From Park to Hackney-Coach ſhe paſſes. 
So a proud Bitch does lead about, 

Of Humble Currs, the Amorous rout, 
VVho moſt obſequiouſly-do hunt, 

Their Female Trull by her ſtrong ſcent. 
Some Pow'r more patient now relate, 
The ſenſe of this ſurpriz'd Fate. 

Gods ! that a thing admir'd by me, 
Shou'd taſte ſo muck of Infamy ! 

Had ſhe pickt out to rub her Agſe on, 
Some well hung Clown or Greaſy Boaſonp 
Each Job of whoſe well manag'd Sluce, 
Had 61d her up with wholſome Juice, 
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I the proceeding ſhor'd have prais'd, 

In hopes ſhe'd quench a Fire | rais'd : 
Such nat*ral freedoms are but Juſt, 
There's ſomething gen'rous in meer Luſt. 
But to turn damn'd abandon'd Jade, 
VVhen neither Head nor Tail perſwade; 
The Devil play*d booty, ſure with thee, 
To bring a blot of infamy. 

But why was Il of all Mankind, 

To ſo ſevere a fate deſign'd ? 
Ungrateful! why this Treachery 

To humble fond, believing me? 

VVho gave you Priviledges above, 

The nice allowances of Love ? 

Did ever I refuſe to bear 
The meaneſt Part your Love cou'd ſpare ? 
VVhen you, lew'd you, came Chaired home, 


Drencht with the Juice of half the Town; 


My Dram of Love was ſupt up after, 

For the digeſtive Surfeit V Vater. 

Full gorged at another time, 

VVith a vaſt Aſeal, not fit to name, 
VVhich your devouring Tail had drawn, 


From Porters Backs, and Foot-mens Brawn, 


was content to ſerve you up, 

My little A/ite for your Grace Cup; 

Nor ever though it an abuſe, 

VVhile you had pleaſure for Excuſe. 
You that cou'd make my Heart away, 
For Noiſe and Colours, and betray 

The Secrets of my tender hours, 

To ſuch Knight Errant Paramours ; 
VVhen leanigg on your Faithleſs Breaſt, 
VVrapt in ſecority, and reſt. | 
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Soft kindneſs all my "ora did move, 

And reaſon lay deſloly'd in Love. 

May ſtinking F. apours choak Your Womb, 
Such as the Men you dote upon; 

May your depraved Appetite, 

That cou'd in whiffling Fools delight. 

Beget ſuch Frenzies in your mind, 

You may go mad for the North-wind, 

And fixing all your hopes on it, . 

To have him Bluſter in your Pitt. w 
Turn up your longing Tail to th' Air, 0 
. And periſh in a wild deſpair, a 
But Cowards ſhall forget to Rant, 

I School- Boys to Play, and Whores to Paint: 

The Jeſuits Fraternity, 

Shall leave the uſe of Cruelty, 
Low things, inſpir'd with Grace Divine, 4 
From Earthly Ball, to Heav'n ſhall climb; ba 
Phyſicians ſhall for nothing eaſe us, | _ 
And diſobedience ceiſe to pleaſe us | 
Ere I deſiſt with all my pow'r, wes.) a4 
To plague this Van and undo her. * 
But my revenge will beſt be tim'd, 
When ſhe is Marry'd, that is lym'd; 1 
In that moſt lamentahle State, * 
I'll make her feel my ſcorn, and hate; 1 
Pelt her with Scandals, Truth or Lies, 
And her poor Curr with jealouſies: 
Till I have torn him framger Breech, 1 
Whilſt ſhe do's whine for what's paſt Reach. P ö | 
Loath'd, and depriv'd, kickt but of Town, _ 
Into ſome dirty hole alone, 2 
To Chew the Cud of miſery, \ 
And know ſhe owes it all to me. | 0 
| B 1 
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And may no Woman better thrive, 
Who dare prophane the thing I love. 
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A Letter fancy d from Artemiſa in the Town, to 
Cloe in the Country, a 


Loe, by your command in Verſe I write, 
Shortly you'l bid me ride aſtride and Fight; 
Such Talents better with our Sex agree, 
Than lofty flights of dang'rous Poetry. 
Amongſt the Men, I mean the Men of wit, 
(At leaſt they paſt for ſuch before they writ, ) 
How many bold advent'rers for the Bays, 
Proudly deſigning large returns of Praiſe, _ 
Who durſt that ſtormy Pathleſs World explore, 
Were ſoon daſht back, and wreckt on the dull 
( ſhore, 
Broke of that little ſtock they had before. 
How wou'd a Womans tott'ring Barque be toſt, 
Where ſtouteſt Ships, the Men of Wit are loſt ? 
When I reftect on this I ſtraight grow wiſe, 
And my own ſelf I gravely thus adviſe. 
Dear Artemiſa, Poctry's a Snare, 
Bedlam has many Manſions, have a care, 
Your Muſe diverts you, makes the Reader ſad, 


Von think your ſelf ue, he thinks you mad. 
Thus like an Arrant 


Voman as I am, At 
Ny tgoner well confnc'd writing's a ſhame, 0 T} 
hat Whore is ſcarce a more reproachful name re 
Than Poets 


| ö Fo 
Lauge Mien that Marry, or like Maids that woo, 
E. cauſe it is the worſt thing they can do. 
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bpleas'd with the contradiction, and the Sin, 
Me thinks 1 ſtand on Thorns til! 1 begin, 
v' expect to hear at lea't, what love has pail 
in this leu'd Towp, ſince you and 1 ſaw }alt - 
What change has happen d of Intrigues, * 15 
| ther, | 
The old ones laſt, and who and who's together? | 
But how (my deareſt Cloe) ſhou'd I tet 
My Pen do write, what I wov'd fain forget : 
or name the loſt thing Love without a Tear, 
Vince ſo debauch'd by ill-bred Cuſtomes here? 
Love, the moſt generous paſſion of the mind, 
be ſofteſt refuge innocence can find. 
ne ſafe director of unguided Youth, _ 
Fraught with kind wiſhes and ſecur'd by Truth; 
That Cordial drop, Heav'n in our Cup has thrown, 
Io make the nauſeous dravght of life go down; 
# On which one only bleſſing, God might raiſe, 
in Lands of Atheiſts, Sub/idies of praiſes 
for none did e're ſo dull, and ſtupid prove, 
But felt a God, and bleſt his pow'r in Love: 
. This only joy, for which poor we were made, 
Is grown, like play, to be an Arrant Trade; 
The Rooks creep in, and it has got of late, 1 
As many little cheats, and tricks as that: 
But what yet more a Womans heart wou'd yer, 
'Tis chiefly carry'd on by our own Sex. 
Oh filly Sex ! though born like Monarchs free, 
Turn Gipſies, for a meaner liberty, 
And hate reſtraint, though but from Infamy. 
They call whatever is not common, nice, 
And deaf to Natures Rule, or Loves advice, 
Forſake the pleaſure, to perſue the Vice. 
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To an exact perfection they have brought, 
The Action Love, the paſſion is forgot; 

*Tis below Wit, they tell you to admire, 
And ev'n without approving, they deſire - 
Their private wiſh, obeys the publique voice . 
*T'wixt good and bad, whimſey decides, not choice; , 
Faſhion's grown up for taſte, at formes they ſtrike, 


They know what they wou'd have, not what they -y 
( like, 
Bob's a Beauty, if ſome few agree . 
To call hin! fo, the reſt to that degree, 7 
Affected are, that with their Ears they ſee. | 


Where I was viſicing the other Night, | 
Comes a fine Lady, with her humble Knight, 
VVho had prevaiPd with her, through her own skill 
Ar his requeſt, though much againſt his will, 

To come to London Un. 
As the Coach ſtopt, I heard her voice more loud, a 
Then a great Belly*d VVomans in a Croud; 
Telling the Knight that her affairs require 
He for ſome hours, obſequiouſly retire. f 
I think ſhe was aſham'd he ſhou'd be ſeen, 7 
Hard fite of Husband, the Gallant had been, 0 9 
Though a diſeas'd, ill favour d Fool, brought in. 

| Diſpatch, ſays ſhe, the bus'neſs you pretend, 
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Your beaſtly viſit to your drunken Friend; by 
A Bottle, ever makes you look ſo fine; ol 


Methinks l long to ſmell you ſtink of VVine : 21 
Vour Country drinking breath's enough to Kill; 7 


Sawre Ale, corrected with a Lemmon pill; Hi 
Prithee farewell, wee'l meet again anon, To 
The neceſſary thing, bows and is gone. 2 
She flies up ſtairs, aud all the haſte does ſhow, By 


Thar fifty Aatick Paſtures will aHow. 
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And then burſt, out Dear Nladam am not 1 
x: he ſtrangeſt alter d Creature let me dye, 
i find my ſelf rediculouſly grown, 
P 3 with my being out of Jomn: 
Fude, and untaugh, like any Indian Queen, 
© Country nakedneſs is ſtrangly ſcen. 
Vom is Love govern'd, Love that rules the ſtate, 
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Vnd pray tho are the men moſt worn of late? 

When I was Marry'd, Fools wer e Ala mode, 

our Men of VVit, were then held incomm d, 
Wow of belief, and fickle i in deſire, 

bo, e're they le be perſwaded, muſt enquire, 

J; if they came to ſpye, not to admire. 

ith ſearching wiſdom, fatal to their eaſe, 

bey find out why, what may, and ſhou'd not pleaſe. 

ay take themſeler for injur'd, n hen we dare, 

Fr ale em think better of us than we are: 

ind if we hide our frailties from their ſights, 

4 all us deceiptful Jilts, and Hipocrites; 

Ley little gueſs ( who at our Arts are griev 'd) 

e perfect joy of being well dicie vd: 

1 nquiſative, as jealous Cuc o ds grow; 

Rather then not be knowing, they will know, 

What, being known. creates their certain woe. 

u omen ſhould theſe, of all Manłind, avoid, 

For wonder by clear knowledge is deſtroy d, 
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uvvoman, who is an arrant hird of Night, 


Bold in the dust before a Fools dull ſig bt, 

Muſt fly, when Reaſon brings the roy light. 
But the kind eaſie Fool, apt to admire 
Himſelf, truſts us; his follyes all conſpire, 

To fllater his, and favour our de ſire: 

Vain of his proper merit, he with eaſe, 

Believes we love him beſt, who beſt can pleaſe : 
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On him our groſs, dull, common, flatteries paſs, 
Ever moſt happy, when moſt made an Aſs 3 
Heavy to apprebend, thou h all Mankind 
Perceives us falſe, the Fop hig ef is blind, 
Who de. ng on himſelf ————— 

inks c one that fees him of his mind. 
Theſe are true Wome 1 Men, Here ford to ceaſe, WW 
Throvgh want of Breath, not VVill to hold her | I 

( peace; 

She to the Window runs, where ſhe had ſpi'd 
Her much eſteem'd dear Friend, che Monkey ty'd. 
With ſorty ſmiles, as many Antick bows, 
As if 't had been the Lady of the Houſe, 
The dirty cnatt'ring Monſter ſhe embrac'd, 
And made it this fine tender ſpeech at laſt. 
Kiſs me ! thou curious Minaturt of Man, 
How odd thou art! how pretty | hom Japan ! 
Ob I cow'd live and dye with thee! then on 
For half an hour in Complements ſhe ran, ; 

I took this time to think What Nature meant, 13 
When this mixt thing into the World ſhe ſent, 2 
So very wile, yet ſo impertinent. 1 
One that knows ev *ry thing 3 that God thought fir, 
Shcu'd be an A,, through choice, not want of wit. 
Whoſe Foppery, without the help « of ſenſe, 
Cou'd ne're have roſe to ſuch an excellence. 
Natur's as lame in making a true Fop | 
As a Philoſopher ;, the very top 
And dignity of folly we attain, 
By ſtudious ſearch and labour of the Brain; 3 
By obſervation, Councel, and deep thought, 
Ther's not a coxcomb made that's worth a Groat; 
We owe that Name to Induſtry, and Arts, 
An eminent Fool muſt be a Man of parts: 


And 
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And ſuch a one was ſhe, who had turn d o're, 
1 Jas many Books as Men, Lov'd much, Read more ; 
ls Had a diſcerning V Vit, to ler was known 
WEvry oncs fault, or merit, but her own : 
All the good Qualities, that ever bleſt, 
FA VVoman fo diſtinguiſh d irom the reſt, $ 
Except Diſcretion only, ſhe poſſeſt. 


e, 
on Bat now Moncher, dear Pug, ſays ſhe, adieu, 
And the diſcourſe, broke off, does thus renew. 
"i You ſmile to ſce me, whom the World perchance, 
|. iiſtales to have ſome wit, ſo fer advance 


4 intereſt of Fools, that approve 
37 bir merit more than lens of Wit, in Tove: 
ut in our Sex, too, many prooj's there are, 
1 Of ſuch whom V Vits undo, and Fools repair: 
lion my time was ſo ohſerv'd a Rule, 
Hardy a Vench in Town but bad her Foo I; 
The meaneft common Slut, wo long was grown 
be jeaſt and ſcorn of ery Pitt Buffoon 5 
Had yet left charms enough, to have ſubdied, 
Some Fop or other, fond to be thought lewd, 
Foſter cou'd make an Triſh Lord, a Nokes, 
And Betty Morris nad ber City Cokes. 
A Woman's ngre fo ruin' d, but ſhe can | : 
Be ſtill re veng d, on her under, Man. 
How loſt ſocre he | find ſome Lover mere, 
Amore abandond Fool, than ſhe a VV hore. 
That wretched thing Corin na, who has run 
Through all the ſeveral ways o/ "being ungone, 
Cou en d at firſt by love, and living then, 
By turning the too dear ow; bt cheat on Men. 
Gay were the hours, and wing'd with jy they Fic, 
When firſt the Town, her early Beauties knew ; 
Courted, admir'd, and low? d, with Pr, 1 fe 1 
Touth in her Cheeks, and p caſure in be 2 
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And ſtill with careful proſpect, to maintain 
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Till Fate, or bey ill Angel, thought it fit, 
To make hey dote upon a Man of Vit, 

0 found *twas dul to love above a day, 
Made bis ill natur'd Jeſt, and went away? 
Now ſcorw'd of all, forſaken and oppreſt, "= 
She's a Memento Mori to the reſt. 

Di ſeas d, decay'd to tale up half a Crown 

Muſt Mor gag e her long Scarfe and Manto Gown. ö 
Poor Creature | n ho unheard of. as a Fhe, N 
In ſome davk hole, muſt all the Winter lye, 

And want ſh: muſi endure a whole balf year, 
That for one Month, ſue awdry may appear, 
Ht Eaſter Term /he gets br 41159 Gown, 
When my young Maſter's worſhip comes to Town, 
From Pedagogue and Mother,juſt /ct free, 
The hope ful Heir, o a great Family ; | 
Vbo with ſtrong Beer, and Beef, the Country rules, 
And, ever ſince the Conqueſt, have been Fools; 


This Character, leaſt crofſins of the Strain 

Shou'd mend the Booby breed, his Friends provide, 
A Contin of his own to be bis Bride. 

And thus [ct out 
VV ith an Eſtate, no V Vit, and a young VVife, 

The Sollid comforts of a Coxcombe's life 
Dunghil and Peas forſooky be comes to Town, 
Turns Spark, learns to be lewd, and is undone. 
Nothing ſuits worſe with Vice, than want of ſenſe, 
Fools are ftill wicked at their own expence. 

Tits #re-grown School- Boy, loſt Corinna wins 
At tbe ſirſt daſh, to make an Aſs, begins. 
Pretenas to like a Man, that bas not Known 

The Vanities, nor Vices of the Town; 

Freſh in bis Youth, and faithful in bis Love, 
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Eager of joys, which he does ſeldom prove, 
Healthful, and ſtrong, he does no pains endure, 
But what the {air one, he adores, can cure: 
Grateful for favours, does the Sex eſteem, 
And Libells none for being kind to him: 
Then of tie lewdneſs of the Town complain, 
Railes a the Wits, and Athieſts, and maintains 
"Tis better than good ſenſe, than Pomꝰr or Wealth, 
To have a Blood untaint d, youth and health; 
The unbred Puppy, who had never ſeen, 
A Creature look ſo gay, or talk ſo ſine; 
Believes, then falls in Love, and then in Debt, 
Mortgages all, e2'n to the Antient Seat 
To buy bs Miſtreſs a new Houſe, for life; 
To give ber Plate and ©ewels, Robs bus Wife; 
And when to th? height of fondneſs he is grown, 
Tis time to poyſon him, and all's her own; 
Thus meeting in her common Arnis his Fate, 
He leaves her Baſtard, Heir to his Eſtate; 
And, as the Race of ſuch an Owl deſerves, 
His own dull, lawful, Progeny he ſtarves. 
Nature, ( who never made a thing in vain, 
Bat does each Inſet, to ſohne end ordain, ) 
Wiſely provides kind keeping Fools, no doubt, 
To patch up Vices Men of Wit wear out. 
Thus ſhe ran y 
Still mixt with Volleys of impertinence. 
But now tis time I ſhow'd ſome pitty ſhow, 
To Cloe lince I cannot chooſe but know 
oe” muſt reap the dullneſs Writers Sow. 
the next Poſr, I will ſuch Stories tell, 
As joyn'd to theſe, ſhall to a Valume ſwell ; 
But you are t1ir'd and fo am 


Farenell, 


two hours, ſome grains of ſenſe, 
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Within my Mouth, and to my thoughts convey'd 


She cries : All this to Love, and Rapture's due? 


I ſigh alas! and Kiſs, but cannot drive. 


( 26) 
The Imperfect Enjoyment. * 


NI ſhe lay, claſpt in my longing Arms, 

I fill'd with Love, and ſhe all over Charms, 
Both equally inſpir'd with eager fire, 

Melting through kindneſs, flaming in deſire , 
With arms, Legs, Lips, cloſe clinging to embrace, 
She clips me to hex Breaſt, and ſucks me to her Face, 
The nimble Tongue (Love's leſſer Lightning) plaid 


Swift Orders, that I ſhou'd prepare to throw 

The All-diſſolving Thunder bolt below, 

My flutt'ring Soul, ſprung, with the pointed Kiſs, 
Hangs hov*ring o're her balmy Limbs of bliſs, 
But whilſt her buſie hand wou'd guide that part, 
Which ſhou'd convey my Soul up to her Heart, 
In liquid Raptures I diſſolve all ofre, 

Melting in Love, ſuch joy ner felt before. 

A touch from any part of her had don't, 

Her Hand her Foot, her very looks had charms 
| (upon't. 
Smiling, ſhe chides in a kind mumm ring Noiſe, 
And ſighs to feel, the too too haily joys ; 

When with a Thouſand Kiſles, wandring ofre - 
My panting Freaſt, and is there then no more 
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Muſt ve not pay a debt to pleaſure too? o Bt 
But I the moſt forlorne, loſt Man alive, 1 
To ſhew my wiſht Obedience vainly ſtrive, c 5 


| Eager 


By what miſtaken Magick doſt thou prove, 


(27 ) 
Eager deſires confound my firſt intent, 

Suceeding ſhame, does more ſucceſs prevent, 8 

And Rage at laſt confirms me impotent, | 
Ev*n her fair Hand, which might bid heat return | 


To frozen Age, and make cold Hermits burn, 
Apply*d to my dead Cinder, warms no more, 


$ Than Fire to Aſhes cou'd paſt Flames reſtore. 


Trembling, contus'd, deſpairing, limber, dry, 

A wiſhing, weak, unmoving lump I ly, 

This Dart of Love, whoſe piercing point oft try d 

With Virgin Blood, a hundred Maids has dy'd. 

Which Nature ſtill directed with ſuch Art, 

That it through ev*ry Port, reacht ev'ry Heart. 

Stifly refolvd twoud carelefly invade | 

Where it eſſay d, nor ought its fury ſtaid, 7 

Where efre it pierc'd, entrance it found org 
( made. 

Now languid lies in this unhappy hour, 

Shrunk up, and Sapleſs, like a wither«d Flower. 

Thou treacherous, baſe deſerter of my flame, 

Falſe to my paſſion, fatal to my Fame; 


So true to lewdnels, ſo untrue to Love? 
What Oyſter, Cinder, Beggar, common VVhore, A 
Didſt thou ere fail in all thy life before ? 4 
VVhen Vice, Diſeaſe and Scandal lead the way, 
V Vith what officious haſte didſt thou obey ? 2 
Like a Rude roaring Hector in the Streets, 

That Scuflles, Cuffs, and Ruffles all he meets; F 
But if his King or Conntry claim his Aid, 1 
The Raſcal Villain ſnrinks and hides his Head: * 
Ev*n fo thy Brutal Valour is diſplaid, 

Breaks every Stews, does each ſmall Crack invade, 


But 


— — ——— 
R—— ͤ — —— — 
- — — —— — A —_———— — 


( 28) 


But if great Love the onſet does command, 
Baſe recreant to thy Prince, thou darſt not Rand. 
VVorſt part of me, and henceforth hated moſt, 
Through all the Town, the common rubbing Poſt ; 
On whom each wretch, relieves her luſtful want, 
As Hogs on Goats, do rub themſelves and grunt; 
May ſt thou to rav nous Shankers be a Prey, 
Or in conſuming VVeepings waſte away, _ | 
May Stranguries, and Stone, thy Days attend, P 


Mayſt thou nere Piſs who didſt ſo much offend, 
VVhen all my joy, did on ſalſe thee depend. 
And may ten thonſand abler Men agree, 

Lo do the wrong*d Corinna right for thee. 


— 
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To LOVE. 


O ! nunquam pro me ſatis indignate Cupido, 


H Love ! how cold, and ſlow to take my part, 
Thou idle Wanderer about my Heart. 
Why thy old faithful Soldier, wilt thou ſce, 

Oppreeſt in thy own Tents ? they murder me. 

Thy Flames Conſume, thy Arrows Pierce thy 
| ( Friends, 

Rather on Foes, purſue more Noble ends, 

Acbilles Spear, would genfrouſly beſtow 

A Cure, as certain as it gave the blow. 

F Hunters, who follow flying Game, give ofpe 

 Whenthe Prey's caught, hope ſtill leads on before. 
We thy own Slaves feel thy Tyrannick blows, 

Whilſt thy tame Hand's unmov'd againſt thy Foes. 
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On Alen diſarm'd, how can you gallant prove, 
And I was long ago diſarard by Love, 

*F Millions of dull Men live, and ſcornful Maids, | 
Wee'l own Love valiant, when he theſe invades. | 
Rome from each Corner of the wide World, ſnatch'd 

A Lawrel, ort had been to this day thatch'd. 

But the old Soldier, has his reſting place, 

And the good batter'd Horſe, is turn, d to Graſs. 

The harraſt Whore, who liv'd a wretch to pleaſe, 

Has leave to be a Band, an take her eaſe. 

For me then, who have free!y ſpent my Blood, 

( Love ) in thy Service, and fo boldly ſtood 

In Celia's Trenches ; were*t n2t wiſely done, 

Een to retire, and live at peace at home? 

No——might I gain an Empire, to diſclaim 

My glorious Title, to my endleſs flame - 
Soveraignity, with ſcorn, I won'd forſwear, 

Such ſweet, dear, tempting Creatures Women are. 
When erte thoſe Flames grow faint, 1 quickly find 

A fierce black Storm, pour down upon my Mind. 
Head-long l'm hurld,like Horſe-men,who in vain 
Their (fury foaming ) Courſers, wou'd reſtrain; 

As Ships, jult when the Harbour they attain, 

Are ſnatch'd, by ſudden Blaſts, to Sea again, ,1 
So Loves fantaſtick ſtorms reduce my Heart, 
Half-reſcu'd, and the God reſumes his Dart. | 
Strike here, this undefended Boſom wound, 

And for ſo brave a Conqueſt be renowned. 

Shaſts fly ſo faſt ro me from ev'ry part, | 
You'l ſcarce diſcern your Quiver from my Heart. {4 
What VVretch can bear a live- long night's dull reſt,, 
Or think himſelf in lazy ſinmbers bleſt ? ll 
Fool- -is not ſleep the Image of pale Death? 4 


There's time for Reſt, when Fate has ſtopt your 
breath. Me, 


Me, may my ſoft deluding dear deceive, 
Pm happy in my hopes, whilſt I believe. 
Now let her flatter, then as fondly chide, 
Often may I enjoy, oft be deny'd. 
With doubt ful ſteps, the God of War does move 
By thy example, in Ambiguous Love. 
Blown to and fro, like Down from thy own Wing? 
Who knows, when joy, or anguiſn, thou wilt bring? 
Yet at thy Mothers, and thy Slaves requeſt, 
Fix an Eternal Empire in my Breaſt; 
And let th inconſtant charming Sex, 
Whoſe willful ſcorn, does Lovers vex ; 
Submit their Hearts before thy Throne, 
The Vaſſal VVorld, is then thy own. 
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I 
As ſome brave Admiral, in former VVar, 
Depriv'd of force, but preſt with courage 


(still; 
Fwo Rival-Fleets, appearing from a far, 
Crawles to the top of an adjacent Hill, 
2 
From whence (with thoughts full of concern) he 
( views 


The wiſe, and daring Conduct of the fight, 
And each bold Action, to his mind renews, 
Mis preſent Glory, and his paſt Delight, - 


From 


F 


W 


3 
From his fierce Eyes, flaſhes of Rage he throws, 
As from black Clouds when Lightning breaks 


Caway, 
Tranſported, thinks himſelf amidſt his Foes, 


And abſent, yet enjoys the bloody day. 


4 
So when my days of impotence approach, 
And Pm by Love, and Vines unlucky chance, 
Drov'n from the pleaſing Billows of Debauch, 
On the dull Shore of lazy Temperance. 


5 
My pains at laſt ſome reſpite ſhall afford, 
Whilſt I behold the Battails you maintain, 
VVhen Fleets of Glaſſes, Sail about the Board; 
From whoſe Broad- ſides Volleys of Vit ſhall rain, 
6 
Nor ſhall the ſight of Honourable Scars, 
Which my tvo forward Valour did procure, 
Frighten new liſted Souldiers from the VVars; 
Paſt Joys have more than paid what J endure. 


7 
Shou'd hopeful Youths (worth being drunk) prove 
( nice 
And from their fair Inviters meanly ſhrink, ; 
Twou'd pleaſe the Gboſt of my departed Vice, 
Ifat my Councel, ws Fa and drink. 


Or ſhov'd ſome cold-complexicr'd Sot forbid, 


With his dull Morals, our Nigits brisk Alarmes, 
PII fire his blood by telling what I did, 


When! was ſtrong, and able to bear Armes. 
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9 
PII tell of Whores Attacqu'd, their Lords at home, 
Bawds Quarters beaten up, and Fortreſs won, 
Windows demoliſht, Watches overcome, 
And handſome ilk, by my contrivance done, 


10 | 
With Tales like theſe, I will ſach heat inſpire, 
As to important miſchief ſhall incline ; 
II make them long ſome Antient Church to fire, 
And fear no lewdneſs they'r call'd to by Wine. 
11 | 
Thus, Bravo-like, Vil ſawcily impoſe, 
And, ſafe from danger, Valiently adviſe, 
Shelterꝰd in impotence, urge you to blows, 
And, being good for nothing elſe, be Wiſe, 


4 
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An Alluſion to Horace. 
The 10th, Satyr of the 1ſt. Book, 
Nembpe incompoſita dixi pede, &c. By 


Wie: Sir, tis granted, I ſaid Dryden Nhimes N. 

VVere ſtoln, unequal, nay dull mary times: a; 
VVhat fooliſh Patron is there found of his, V 

So blindly partial, to deny me this ; At 

But that his Plays, embroider'd up and down, 11 

VVithV Vit and Learning Juſtly pleas?d eros 

In the ſame Paper, I as freely own. 

Vet having this al low'd, the heavy Maſs, Or 


That Stuffs up his looſe Volumns, rauſt not paſs : Bu 
or 


lis, 


For 


& Tis therefore not enough, when your falſe ſenſe 
WHits the falſe judgment of an Audience 

Of clapping Fools Jallembled a valr crowd, (load; 
Till the throng'd Play-houſ> crack with the dull 
Tho' ev'n that Talent merits ig ſome fort, 9 
That can divert the City and the Court: | | 


KA. 


For by that Rule, I mizhr as well admit, 


rown's tedious Senſe. tor Poetry and Vvit. 


Which blund'ring Settie never cou'd attain, 

And puzling Otway labours at in vain. 
But within due Proportions circumſcribe 
What e're you write, that with a flowing Tide 
The Style may riſe, yet in its riſe forbear, 
With uſeleſs words, r oppreſs the weary d Ear. 121 
Here be your Language lofty, there more light, a 
Your Rhetorick with your Poetry unite: 
For Elegance ſake, ſometimes allay the force 
Of Epithets, twill ſoften the Diſcourſe ; 
A Jeſt in ſcorn points out, and hits the thing { 
More home, than the Moroſeſt Saryrs ſting. 
Shakeſpear and Johnſon did herein excell, 
And might in this be imitated well; 
Whom refin'd E , Copies not at all, 
But is himfelf a meer Original. | 
Nor that flow Drudge, in ſwift Pindarick ſtrains,  * 
F , who Cowly imitates with pains, * | 
And rides a jaded Muſe, whipt, with looſe Rains. 11 
When Lee makes temp' rate Scipio fret and rave, | 
And Hannibal, a whining Amorous Slave, 
laugh, and wiſh the hot. brain d Fuſtian Fool, 
In Busby's hands, to be well laſht at School. 1 
Of all our Modern Wits, none ſeems to me, 0 
Once to have toucht upon true Comedy, 8 
But haſty Shadwell, and ak” 


* 


ShadwelPs 


For Songs ang Veries, Mannerly, Obſcene, 


Till the poor varquiſht Maid diſſolves away, 


(34 ) 


Shadwell's unfiniſh'd Works do yet impart, ? 

Great Proofs of force of Nature, none of Art ; 

With juſt bold ſtrokes he daſhes here and there, 

Shewing great Maſtery with little Care; 

And ſcorns to varniſh his good Touches o're, 

To make the Fools and Women praiſe em more. 

But Wicherlcy earns hard, what Cer he gains, 

He wants no Judgment, nor he ſpares no Pains ; 

He frequently excels, and at the leaſt, 

Makes fewer Faults than any of the reſt. 

Valier, by Nature for the Bays deſign'd, 

With force and fire, and fancy unconfin'd, | 

In Panegyricks does excel Mankind. 

He beſt can turn, enforce and ſoften things, 

To praiſe great Conquerors, or to flatter Kings. 
For pointed Satyrs I wou'd B chooſe, 

The beſt good Man, with the worſt natur'd Muſe, 


That can ſtir Nature up, by Springs unſeen, 
And, without forcing Bluſhes, pleaſe the Queen. 

Sidicy has that prevailing, gentle Art, 
That can with a reſiſtleſs Charm impart, c 
The looſe Wiſhes to the chaſteſt Heart; 
Raiſe ſuch a Conflict, kindle ſucn a Fire, 
Berwixt declining Virtne and Deſire; 


In Dreams all Nigbt, in Sighs and Tears all day, 
Dryden, in vain, try'd this nice way of Wit, 
For he, to ben tearing Blade, thought fit 

To give the Ladies a dry Bawdy Bob, 

And thus he got the name of Poet Squab. 
Bur to be juſt, *tvill to kis Praiſe be found, 
tits Exceltencies more han Faults abound ; 


CD 


For dare I from his Sact ed Tc emple tear, 

That Lawrel which he oa de er ves to wo: a 
ut does not Dryrlen find ev ohufon dull? 
leteher and Beaumont vncomn ect, and full 
df lewd Lines, as he c:ils em © Eater's tile 
Wilt and affected; to his Own the — 85 
Allowing all the Toft ness that ts Pride 
o arrogantly had to the deny d? 
ind may not L have [ca FO, parts tally 
o ſearch, and cenſure Pryden's Works, and ry 
thoſe groſs taults bi choice Pen goes Cor 

oceed from want ot Judgment, or of Wit: 

Ir. it his lumpiſh Fay does refuſe 
Irit and Grace to his looſe flattern Maſe ? 
ve hundred Verſes ev'ry Morning writ, 
roves you no more a Poer, tnan a Wit : 
ich Scribbling Authors have been ſeen before; 
luſtapha, the Engliſh Princeſs, forty more, 
ere things, perhaps, compos d in þ alf an hour: 
o write what may ſecurel ſtand the Teſt, 
f being well read over thrice at leaſt; 
ompare each Phraſe, examine ev'ry Line, 
'eigh ey” ry Word, and cv'ry Thought refine ; 
orn all applauſe the vile Rout can beſtow, 
nd be content to pleaſe thoſe fe who know. 
Canf thou be ſuch a yain miſtaken thing, 
o wiſh thy Works might make a Play-houſe ring, 
ith the vnthinking Laughter, and poor praiſe 
f Fops and Ladies, Factious for, thy Plays; 
hen ſend a cunning Friend to learn tby doom, 
om the ſhrewd Judges of the Drawing- room. 
e no Ambition on that idle ſcore, þ 


25 . 


ay. 


ut ſay with Betty Wackerill heretofore, 
NoW hen a great Woman calPd herBrimſtoneW hore; 
G2 1 de 
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I pleaſe one Man of Wit, am proud on't too, : 
Let all the Coxcombs dance to Bed to you. ; ha 
Shou'd H he ironbled when the Pur-blind Knight, wi 
Who ſquiats nor? in his Judgment than his fig", M. 
Picks ſillw tauas, and cenſures what 1 write . 
Or when the poor - fed Poets of the Town, 1 
For Scra s 2nd Coach rom cry my Verſes dont wy 
L loath ! ie }.abble, 'tis enough for me, = 
is 18. 58, | 5 b 
C „ „3 ” wee as 
And ſows few more, whom I omit to name; 7 
Approve my ſenſe, I count heir cenſure Fame. F 
; th 

i teens 4 — — nd 
| Hi 

In defence of Satyr. 1 

0 ts 
8 hen 

Hen Shakeſpear, Johnſon, Fletcher, rul'd nd 

They took fo bold a freedom with the Mus 

That there was ſcarce a Knave or Fool in Tor t 
Of any note, but had his Picture ſhown; he 
And (without doubt) the, ſome it may offend, Nate 
Nothing helps more than Satyr, to amend ak 
Iit Manners, or is truly Vertues Friend. ec 
Princes may Laws ardain, Prieſts gravely Preaciiþ on 
But Poets moſt ſucceſsfully will. teach. hal 
For as a Paſſing- Bell frights from his Meat, B 
The greedy Sick Man, that too much would y 
do when a Vice ridicvlons is made, e 1 
Our Neighbours Shame keeps us from growing 1 


Eat wholeſome Remedies few Palates pleaſe, 
Men rather love what flatters their Diſeaſe 5 


37 


ps, Paraſites, Buffoons, and all the Crew, 

1t under Frieadihips name, weak Mien undo; 

4 their fa! Service kindlicr under ſtood, 

an ſuch as tell bold Truths to do us good. 

ok where you will, and you 21] hardly find 
Man, without ſome Sickneſs of the Mind. 

vain we Wiſe would ſe em, while er'ry Lyſt 
Fhisks us about, as \Whiriwinds do the Daſt. 
Here for ſome needle! Gaia, a Wretch is hnrÞd 


Mm Pole to Pole, and Si | +hont the World.; 
bile the Reward cf ll 14s Pains and Carc, 
ds in that deſpicable thing, his Heir 
je. There a vain Fop Mortgages ail his I AN p 


d buy that g,avdy Pay- chin 2 a Command, 

o ride a Cock-Horſe, wen: 52 Scarfe at's Arſe, 
nd play the Pudding ina / 19 dry Farce. 

Here ong whora Fate to be a Fool, thong ht fir, 
ſpight of its Decrec wall be a lit, 

t wanting ſtrength Vop!:o!d bis ill mad choice, 
ts vp with Lewdacſs, Blaſphemy, and Miſe, 
here at his AMiſtreſs feet a Lover lyes, 

nd for a Tawdry Painted Baby ayes, 

alls on his Knees, adores, and is afrai 

the vain Idol he himſelf has made. 

heſe, and a thouſand Fools unmention'd here, 
late Poets all, becauſe they Poets fear ; 

ake heed (they cry) yonder Mad Dog will bite, 
e cares not whom he falls on in his fit; 

ome but in's way, and ſtrait a new Lampoon 
hall ſpread your mangled Fame about the Town, 
But why am I this Bug-bear to ye all? 

y Pen is dipt in no ſuch bitter Gall. 

e that can rail at one he calls his Friend 

Or hear him abſent wrong'd, and not defend ; 
C 3 Who 
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Who for the ſake of ſome ill-naturid Jeſt, 

Tells what, he ſhov'd core eal, invents the reſt ; MI Th 


To fatat Midnight (3::4grels can betray 5 
His brave Companion, aad then run away; Put 
Leaving him to be murdet'd in the Street, Al 
Then put it off with me fon Conceit, Ks 
This, this is he, you Hud beware of All, g 
Yet him a pleaſant witty Man vou cal! | W. 
To whet your,dul Debauches, up and Gowh : 
You ſeck him, T dier ot the Fown, * 


Bot it! lavgh when the Pity Cox 60s ow, 
To {cc the Body Stu dance Prove x 
Or chatt'ring, Poris, irom the Side Box grin, 
Trickt like a Ladies 20122: new made cgjean, 
To me the name of Railer ſtrait you give, 
Call me a Man that knows nct how to live. 
But Wenches to their Keepers txpe ſhall turn, 
Stale Maids long fli:htea, proter'd Husbands ſcorn; 
Great Courtiers Hlatt'ry and Clinches hate, 
And, long in Oflicę, dye without Eſtate. 
Without a Fce, great Counſel Cauſes plead, 
The Country Knav'ry want the Cities Pride. 
E re that black Malice in my Rhymes you find, 
That wrongs a worthy Man, or hurts a Friend. 
But then perhaps you'll ſay, Why do you write! ! 
W hat you think harmleſs Mirth,the World think: , 
Ih ſhou'd yourFingers itch to have a laſh (Spjgc. MI 
At *imius the Pußocn, or Cully Baſh ? , 
What ist to you, if Alog's fine Whore, | 
Sups with ſome Top, whillÞ® he's ſhut out of Door ! 
Conſider pray, that dang'rous weapon Wit, 
Fr ightens a Million, when a few you hit. 
Whip but a Curr, as you ride through a Town, 
And ſtrait his Fellow-Currs the Quarrel own. F 
. Eac 


39 
Each Knave or Fool, that's conſcious of a Crime, 
Tho? he {c3pes now, locks for'r another time, bn 
Sir, I confeſs all you have ſaid is true, 
But who 1125 not ſome Fo Ny ro purſue ? | 
Afilo trurn'd Quixot, fancy'd Bat tels, Fights, 
| When the fifth Bottle had increas the Lights. 
War- like Dirt-Pyzes, ur Hero Paris forms, | 
Which deſp'rate Befus without Armour ſtorms. TC 
Cornus, the kindeſt Husband Cre was born, 
Still Courts the Spark that does his Brows adorn ; 
Invites him home to Dine, and fals his Veins 
With the hot Blood which his dear Doxy drains. 
Grandio thinks himſelf a Zeay-Garco, 
Goggles his Eyes, writes Letters t IP. aud down; 8 
And with his ſawcy Lc gues all ch l 
While pleas'd to have his Var ait " 
He's caught with G „that t old 
But ſhou'd Tall the cry ing Follies tell, 
That rouſe the ſleeping Satyr from bis Cal, 
] to my Reader ſhou'd as tedious prove, 
As that old Spar! Kk All. u., In: king love 
Or florid Noſciat, when vi ich ſome 8 Flam 
He gravely on the Publick tries to ſim, 
Hold then my Muſe, tis time to make an end, 
Leſt taxing others, thou thy ict oli nd. 
The World's a Wood, in which ali loſe their way, 
Tho by a diff rent Path each goes a rc, | 


— — — — 
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On the ſuppoſed Author of a late Poem in 
defence of Satyr. 


O rack and torture thy unmeanigg Brain 5 1 
In Satyrs Praiſe, do a low untun'd rain, ? 7 
ln thee was moſt impertinent and vaia, == 


\ C. When 


(49) 
When in thy Per/n we moſt clearly ſee, 
That oz.» of Divine Authority, | 
For God mace one on Man, wher © .ude thee. 
To ſhew there were "__ Menu, as there are Aper, 
Fram'd for meer Spor, who differ but in ſhaj;e+ 
In thee are all tho Coltradiftion joyn*d. 
That make an Aſs prodigious and 19 
A Lump deform'd and ſnapele oil or, A 
Begot in Loves Deſpite and MNaiviis deen; | | 


Anti art grown vp 109 wolf mhgraterni icht, ) = T 
Har ih ro Lic L rand laeeus Oriege 
Yet 1 ove's Lity { els Beauty thy De: hc. ( as 
Cut ſe on "oh filly hour ther $17 Ny e d 
Thy madneſs, to pretend to be admir'd ; 
To paint thy griziv face, to ph to drcis, 
And all thoſe Avkwand i Mes, chat expreſs 5 57 
Thy loathſome I ove, and filit.y Daintincſs. 
Who needs will be an ugly Beau- Garcon, B 
Spit at, and ſhun'd,, by ev'ry Girl in 1 own; - + 7 
Where dreadfully! ov 68 Scare-crow the u art plac, ' 
To fright the tender Flock that long to taſte : 55 
While ev'ry coming, Maid, when you appear, (tear. 1 
Starts back for ſhame, and ſtrait turns Chaſte tor 
For none ſo Poor or Proſtitute have prov'd, + L. 
Where you made Love, renduie to be Beloy . V. 
Twere labour loſt, or elſe I wou'd adviſe; A 
But thy half Wit will ne'er let thee he wiſe. Ci 
Halt-witty, and half. mad, and ſcarce halt-brave, V 
Halt-honeſt (which is very much a Knave.) Fe 
Made up of all theſe halfs, thou can'ſt not paſs U 
For any thing intirely but an . . 
c 
1 


The 


The 


— — 
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The Anſewer. 


ail on poor feeble Scribbler, ſneak of me 
In as bad Terms as the World ſpeaks of thee. 


Ju (yelling in thy Hole, like a vext. Toad, 
Ad ful of Pox, and Malice, (pit abroad; 
Thou can'ſt hurt no Mans Fame with thy ill ward, 
Thy Pen is full as harmleſs as thy Sword. 


o 
—_—_— WW a.” — 


Uom bo leaving his Mi Aris. 


Is not hat I'm wary grown . 
Of being yours, and yours alone, 
But with what Face can l incline 

To damn you to be only mine? 


You whom ſome kinder Pow'r did faſhion, , 


By Merir and by Inclination, 
The joy at "leaſt of one whole Nation. 


Let meaner Spirits of your Sex 

With humbler aims their thoughts perplex, 
And boaſt, if by their Arts they can 
Contrive to make one happy Man; 

Whilſt, mov'd by an impartial ſenſe, 

Favours like Nature you diſpence, 

With Univerſal Influence. 


See the kind Seedbreceiying Earth, 
To ev'ry Grain affords. a Birth; 


— Cn 
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On hgr no Show'rs unwelcome fall, 

Her willing Womb retains em all , 

And ſhall my Celia be confin'd ? 

No, live up to thy mighty Mind, 
And be the Miſtris of Mankind. | 


Up hus 8 a Bowl. 


Ulcan contrive me ſuch a Cup, 
As Neſtor us'd of old; he 
.Shew all thy skill to trim it up, 
Damgsk it round with Gold. 


3 


Make it fo large, that fd with Sack 
Up to the ſwelling brim ; 

Vaſt Toaſts on the delicious Lake, B. 
Like ys at Sea may ſwim, | ; 


Engrave not Battle on his Cheeks: 4 .* 5 ll 
With War I've nought to do; 

I'm none of thoſe that took = faftr b. TY 
Nor Varmoutb Leager knew. | 


Let it no name of Planets tell, 
Fixt Stars or Conſtellations; 

For I am no Sir Y drophell, 
Nor none of his Relations, 


But carve thereon a ſpreading Vine, 
Then add two lovely Boys; 
Their Limbs in Amorous folds intwine, 


The Type of future joys. 
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Cupid and Bacchus my Saints are, 5 
May Drink and Love ſti! reign, 
With Wine I waſh away my Gre, 
And then to Love again. 


—— err. 


Song. 


S Cloris full of harmleſs thoughts 
Beneath a Willow lay; 

Kind Love a youthful Shep ferd brought 

To pals the time av. ay, 


She bluſkt to be encounter d ſo, 


And chid the Amorcus Swain; : | 2. 
But as ſhe ſtrove to riſe and 8055 

He pull'd her down again. 
A ſudden Paſſion ſeiz d her Heart, | 

In ſpight of her diſdain ; | | 
She found a Pulſe in evry par 5 | 


© And 100 e in ev'r Veit 


Al Yourh (ſaid eh what Charms are theſe 

That Conqu 116 ſip Arg, : Sd LE 

An let m N unleſs you plea! , | 
have no power to Liſe, 


$i I 

She fainting ſpoke, and tremb! ng lay, 1 
Fox tear he ſhow'd comply ; n 

Her lovely Eyes, her Heert beiray, 4 1 
And give her Tongue the lye. | | 

Cut ko Thus 


2 T2. 
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Thus ſhe, who Princes hade d, 
With all their Pom; Train; 
Was in the lucky Minute t! 
And yielded to the nun. 


Song. 
| Riſe at Eleven, I Dine about Two, (Ido; 
I get drunk before Seven, nd the next tliing 
tend for my Whore, when for {car of a Clap, 
I dally about her, and ſew in her Lap 
There we quarrel and ſcold ti,! fall aſleep, 
When the Jilt growing bold, to my Pocket does 
Wl || (creep; 
Then ſlyly ſhe leaves me, aud o revenge 5 af⸗ 
| Ws ( front 
At once both my Laſs, and my Money want. 
I by chance then I wake, hot-headed anc unk 
What a coyl do I make for the 19ſs of my Punk? 
I ſtorm, and I roar, and I fall in a Rage, 
And miſſing my Laſs, i fall on my Page 
1 Then crop- ſick all Morning, ! rail at my Men, 
14 And in Bed I lye Yawning till Eicven agen. 


— "ol — — 
* 
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Song. 


Ove a Woman }-y*are an Aſs, 
Tis a moſt inſipid Paſſion. 
To chooſe out for your happineſs ! 
The idleſt part of the Creation, 

| P) | . 


Let 
/ . 
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Let the Porter, and the Gran 
Things defi on'd for dirty Slaves, | | 
Drudge in fair 4urelia's Womb, 1 
To get ſupplies for Age and Graves; 


Farewell Woman, I intend, 
Henceforth ev'ry Night to it, 
With my lewd well natur'd Friend, 
Drinking to engender Wit. 


Then give me Health, Wealth, Mirth and wwe 
And if buſie Love intrenches, | 


There's a ſweet ſoft Love of i mine, 
Does the trick worth forty Wenches. 


— — — erent 


Song to Cloris. 


Air Clorts in a Pig. Stye lay, 
Her tender Herd lay by her, 
She ſlept in murm'ring gruntſings, they 
Complaining of the ſcorching day, 
Her ſlumbers thy: inſpire. 


She dreamt,whilſt ſhe with careful pains, 
Her Snowy Arms employ'd, 
In Ivory Pails, to fill out Grains, | 
One of her Love convicted Swains, | * 
Thus haſting to her cry d. 4 


= 
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Fly Nymph ! O fly! ere tis too late, 
A dear od life to fave, - © 
Reſcue your Boſom Pig from Fate, 


Who now expires, hung in the Gate, 
That leads to yonder Cave, 


My ſelf had try'd to ſet him free, 
Rather than brought the News, 

But I am fo abhor'd by thee, 

That ev'n thy Darlings life from me, 
I know thou woud'ſt refuſe, 


Struck with the News, as quick ſhe flyes, 
As bluſhes to her Face ; 

Not the bright Lightning from thtSkies, 
Nor Love, {hot from her brighter Eyes, 

Move half ſo ſwift a pace, 


This Plot, it ſeems, the luſtful Slave 
Bad laid againſt her Honour, 

Which not one God took care to ſave, 

For he purſues her tothe Cave, 
And throws himſelf upon ber. 


Now pierced is her Virgin Zone, 
She feels the Foe within it, 

She hears a broken Am'rous groan, 

The panting Lovers fainting moan, 
Juſt in the happy Minute. 


Frighted ſhe wakes, and waking fi ighs, 
Nature thus kindly eas d, 
m dreams rais'd by her murm'ring Pigs, 


And her own Thumb between her Legs, 2 


She's innocently pleas d. 


Sh. A} 
f Song. 


ſve me leave to rail at you, 
Lask nothing but my due; 

To call you falle, and then to ſay, 
You ſhall not keep my Heart a day, 
But alas ! againſt my will, 
I muſt be your Captive ſtill. 
Ah! be kinder then, for I 
Cannot change, and wou'd not dye, 


Kind neſs has reſiſtleſs charms, 

All beſides, but weakly move, 

Fierceſt anger it diſarms, | 
And clips the Wings of flying Love. 
Beauty does the Heart invade, 

Kindneſs only can perſwade ; 

It guilds the Lovers ſervile Chain, 

And makes the Slave grow pleas'd again. 


8 —— 
1 Win 


The Anſwer. 


"Othing adds to your fond fire, 

| More than ſcorn and cold diſdain, 
to cheriſh your deſire, 

Kindneſs us'd, but 'twas in vain, 

You inſulted on your Slave, 

Humble Love you ſoon refus'd, 

Hope not then a pow'r to have, 

Which inglorioully you us d, 


Think 


"CF 


Think not Thirſis 1 will e're, 
By my Love my Empire loſe ; | 
You grow conſtant through deſpair ; 
Love return'd, you woy'd abuſe, 
Though you [till poſſeſs my Heart, 
Scorn and Rigor I mult feign ; 

Ah! Forgive that only Art 

Lowe has left, your love to gain. 


You that cou'd my Heart ſubdue, 
To new Conqueſts ne're pretend, 
Let your example make me true, 
And of a Conquer'd Foe, a Friend : 
Then if ee 1 ſhou'd complain, 
Of your Empire, or my Chain, 


Summon all your pow'rful Charms, | 


And fell the Rebel in your Arms. 


—ä— 1 I: 8 


ry 
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At laſt unanimouſly was cry'd down. 


When almoſt ſtar vd, ſne to the Country fled, 
In hopes, though meanly, ſhe ſnou'd there be fed, 
And tumble Nightly on a Pea- ſtraw Bed. 


But Knav'ry knowing her intent, took poſt, 

And Rumour'd her approach through every Coaſt, 

Vowing his Ruin, that ſhou'd be her Hoſt 
| | Frighted 


Plain Dealings Downfall. 


] * time Plain dealing in the Haughty Town, 
I Wandring aboat, though in a thread - bar: 
(Gown, 


— 


„ 


Frighted at this, each Ruſtick ſhut his dpor, 
Bid her be gone, and trouble him no more, 
For he that entertain'd her muſt be Poor. 


When weeping, ſighing, fainting, down ſbe fell, 


ITY — 


— 


At this grief ſeiz'd her, grief too great to tell, 


Whilſt Knavery Laughing, Rung her paſſing Bell. 


— nn. 


Song. 


ö JVillis, be gentler I adviſe, 

| Make up for time mis-ſpent, 
hen Beauty on it's Death-bed lyes, 
Tis high time to repent. 


— — 1 


Wuck is the Malice of your Fate, 
That makes you Old ſo ſoon, 

our pkaſure ever comes too late, 
How early e're begun. 


bink what a wretched thing is ſhe 


Whoſe Stars contrive in ſpight, 
he Morning of her love ſhould be, 
Her Fading Beauties Night. 


hen if to make your ruin more, 
You'l peeviſhly be coy, | 
Dye with the ſcandal of a Whore, 
And never know the joy. 


aſt, 


D 


ted 


| 
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: 
| 
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5 ong. 


Wi: cruel pains Corinna takes, 
To force that barmleſs frown, 


When not a Charm her face forfakes ; 
Love cannot loſe his own. 


So firent a Face, ſo ſoft a Heart, 
Such Eyes, ſo very kind, 

Betray alas ! the filly Art, 
Virtue had ill deſign'd. 


Poor feeble T yrant, who in vain, 
Won'd proudly take upon her, 

Againſt kind Nature, to maintain, 
— Rules of Honour, 


The ſcorn ſhe bears, ſo helpleſs proves 
When Iplead paſſion to her, 

That much ſhe fears, but more ſhe loves 
Her Vaſſal ſhou'd undo her. 


ttt... MH, 
—— 


Womans Honour. 


Ove bad me hope, and I obey'd, 

Phillis continu*d ſti i unkind, 
Then you may efne deſpais, he ſaid, 
In vain I ſtrive to change her Mind. 


" 


Honour's got in, and keeps her Heart 
Dur ſt he but venture once abroad, 


| n my own right, I'd take y our part, 
And ſhew my ſelf the mighticr God. 


his huſſing Honour domincers, 

In Breaſts alone, where he has place; 
Put. if true gen'rons Love appears, 
The Hedor dares not ſhow his Face, 


Let me ſtill Languiſh and complain, 
be moſt vahumanly deny'd, 

have ſome pleature in my pain, 

he can have none with all her Pride. 
fall a Sacrifice to Love, 

Phe lives a Wretch for Honours ſake, 
Whoſe Tyrant does moſt cruel prove, 
2 he difference is not hard to make. 


1 
Tonſider real Honour then, 
Jou'l find hers cannot be the ſame, 


—— 


i 


FTis Noble confidence in Aten, 
In Women, mean miſtruſtful ſhame. 


* — . 


„ 


„ 


Song. 


1 


ö 


„ 
g 
*: 
p4 
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o O This moment a Rebel I throw down 7 
(Arms, 
reat Love, at firſt ſight of Olindas bright Charm's, 
Made proud, and ſecure, by ſuch forces as theſe, 
Von may now play theTyrant,as ſoon as you pleaſe. 


When Innocence, Beauty and Wit do conſpire, 
To betray, and engage, and inflame my deſire, 
D 2 Wh 
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Why ſhov'd I decline, what I cannot avoid; | 
And let pleaſing hope, by baſe fear be deſtroy 


Her Innocence cannot contrive to undo me, 
Her Beauty's inclin'd, or why ſnhou'd it perſue n 
And Wit has to pleaſure been ever a friend, (e 

Then what room for deſpair ſince delight is Log 


There can be no danger in ſweetneſs and Von, 
Where Love is ſecur'd by good nature and trut , 
On her Beauty LI gaze and of pleaſure complaiſ 

While ev'ry kind look adds a Link to my Chau 


Tis more to maintain, than it was te ſurpriz, 
But her Wit leads in triumph the Slave of her «| 
I bebeld with the loſs of my freedom before, 


But bearing, for ever muſt ſerve and adore. 


Too bright is my Goddeſs, her Temple too wen 
Retire Divine Image, | feel my Heart break, | 
Help Love, I diſſolve in a Rapture of Cham, 
At the thought of thoſe joys 1 ſhou'd mm in 
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Song. 
Ow happy Cloris (were they free) 
Might our enjoy ments prove? 
But you with former Jealouſie, 
Are ſtill tormenting Love. 


Let us ( ſince Wit inſtr ucts us how ) 
Raiſe Pleaſur eto the top, 

If Rival Bottle, you'l allow, x 

I'll ſuffer Rival Fop. Th 


C39 3 


rhere's not a brisk infipid Spark, 

rope That fiutters in the Town, 

Pot with your wanton eyes you mark 
The Coxcomb for your own, 


5 
ſue mM 


„ («| 


8 Loy 


You never think it worth your care, 
How empty, nor how dull, 
Tue Heads of your admirers are, 


(out: j So that their Veins be full. 


truth 
pla Al this you freely may confeſs, 
"hiſs Yet we'll not diſagree ; 


For did you tove your pleaſure leſs, | 
iz, Lou were not fit for me. | 


er ej 


hile I my paſſion to per ſue, 
Am whole Nights taking in 
The luſty Juiae of Grapes, take you 

be faſty Juice of Men, 


———  — OO — — — — 


Love and Life, a Song. 


LL my paſt Life is mine no more, 
The flying hours are gone; 

| Like tranſitory Dreams giv'n o're, 

EW hoſe Images are kept in ſtore, 


„ By Memory alone. 


3 What ever is to come, is not, i 
, How can it then be mine ? | 
The preſent Moment's all my Lot. | | 
And that as faſt as it is got, | 
Fhbilus is wholly thine. 


Ti 


( 5+) 


Then talk not of inconſtancy , 
Falſe Hearts and broken Vows, 

If ! by Miracje can be 

This live-lang Minute true to thee 
Tis all that Heav*n allows 


_—_— 


” mea ag. — — — — 


. 


The Fall, 4 Song. 


Ow bleſt was the Created State 
Of Man and Woman,c're they fell, 
Compar'd to our unbappy Fate; 
We need not fear auocher Hell. 


Naked beneath cool Shades they lay, 
Enjoyment waited on deſire. 
Each fHember did their wills obey, 


Nor cou'd a wiſh {t pleaſure higher. 


But we poor Slaves, to hope and fear, 
Are never of our joys ſecure. 

They leſſen ſtill as they draw near, 
And none but dull delights endure. 


Then Cloris, while I duly pay 

'The Noble Tribute of my Heart, 
Be not you ſo ſevere to ſay, 

You love me for a frailer part: 


—— — 


Song. 

WII on thoſe lovely looks I gaze, 
/ Y Toſeea Wretch purſuing, 

In Raptures of a bleſt amaze, e 


This pleaſing happy ruin. 


——- 


55 


#Tis not for pitty that I move, 

2 HisFarte is too aſpiring, 

hoſe Heart broke with a load of Love, 
4 Dyes wiſhing and admiring, 


ot if this Murder you'd forgo, 

3 Your Slave from Death removing, 
Let me your Art of Charming know, 
Or leara you mine of Loving, 


ut whether Life or Death betide, 
ln Love ' tis equal meaſure, 

The Victor lives with empty pride, 

5 TheYanquiſht dy es with pleaſure. 


v 
ö % on — . — — * — — — — — a 


; Song. 
, Oom, room, tor a Blade of the Town, 
That takes delight in Roaring, 
And dayly rambles up and down, 
And at Night in theStreet lyes Snoating. 
That for the Noble name of Spark, 
Dares his Companions rally 
Commits a Murther in the dark, 
Then ſneaks into an Alley. 
To ev'ry Female that he meets, 
He ſwears he bares affection, 
Defies all Laws, Arreſts, and Feats, 
By help of a protection. 
Then he intending further wrongs, 
By ſome reſenting Cully, 
Is decently run through the Lungs, 
And there's an end of Bully. 
D 4 
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Song. 


ſ Gainſt the Charms our Paſſions have, 
How weak all human skill is? 
Since they can make a Man a ſlave, 

To ſuch a Wretch as Phillis. 


Whom that I may deſcribe ttwughout, 
Aſſiſt me Loving pow'rs, 

PI] write upon a double Clout, 
And dip my Pen in Show'rs. 


Her look's demurely impudent, 
Ungainly Beautiful, 
Her Modeſty is inſolent, 


Her Mirth is pert and dull. 


WAS . A Proftiture to all the Town, 

1 | And yet with no Man Friends, 

She rails and ſcolds when ſhe lies down, 
And Curſes loud ſhe ſends. 


Bawdy in thoughts, preciſe in words, 
Ill natur'd and a Whore, 

No part of her ought good affords, 
She's all a Common-ſhore, 


— 


Song. 


Cannot change as others do 
1 Though you u njuſtly ſcorn, 
ince that poor Sway n that ſighs for you, 
For you alone was born. 


No Phillis, no, your Heart to move, 
A ſurer way VI ry, 


And to revenge my {lighted Love, 
| Will till Love on, will till Love on and dye. 


When kilPd with grief Amyntas lyes, 

* Axd you to mind ſhall call, 

 Theſighs that now unpity*d riſe, 

The Tears that vainly fall; _ 

That welcome hour that ends this ſmart, 

| Will then begin your pain, 

For ſuch a faithful tender Heart, 

Can never break,can never break in vain. 


The M Meck S6 one. 


Wench as well as others do, 
I'm young, not yet deform” d, 

My tender Heart, fincere and true, 
Deferves not to be ſcor n'd, 

Why Phillis then, Why will youTrade, 
With forty Lovers more ? 

Can I ( faid ſhe ) with Nature ſtrive, 

Alas I am, alas lam a V Vhore. 


| 


Vere all my Body larded ore, 
Vith Darts of Love 0 thick, 
That you might find in ev'ry Pore, 
A Dart of Love did ſtick. 
VVhilſt yet my Eyes alone were free, 
My Heart won'd never doubt, 
In Am'rous Rage and Extaſie, 
To wiſh thoſe Eyes, to wiſh thoſe Eyes done out 
Greci- 


(58) 
GRECIAN KINDNESS 


A Song. 


He utmoſt Grace the Greeks could Show, 
VVhen to the Trojans they grew Kind, 
V Vas with their Arms to let em go, , 
And leave their Lingring V Vives behin d. 
They Beat the Men, and burnt the Town 
Then all the Baggage mw their Oven. 


There the kind Deity of Vine 
Kiſs*'d the Soft wanton. God of Love: 
This clapt his V Vings, that Preſs'd his Vine, 
And their beſt Powers United move. 
VVhile each brave Creek imbrac'd his Punk 
Lulbd her aſleep, and then got Drunk. 


re, Confiderandus. 


Hat pleaſvres can the gandy V Vorld afford? 
VVhat true delights do's teeming Nature 
hoard (ſure ? 
In her great Store-houſe, where ſhe lays her ti ea- 
Alas, *tis all the ſhaddow of a pizaſvre. 
No true Content in all her works are found, 
No ſollid Joys in all Earths ſpacious round. 
For Labouring Man, who toils himſelf in vain, 
Eagerly graſping, what creates his pain. 
How falſe and feeble, nay ſcarce worth a Name, 
Are Riches, Honour, Pow'r, and babling Fame. 


Vet tis for theſe, Men wade through Seas of Blood, 


And bold in Mijevieſ, Storm to be withſtood - 
| Which 
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Which when obtain'd, breed but Stupendiovs Fear, 
Strife, Jelonſics, and fleep-diſterbing care, 
No beam of comfort, not a Ray of light (Night 
Shincs thence, to guide us thro' Fates Gloomy | 
But loſt in devious Dar kneſs, there we ſtary 
Bereft of Reaſon, in an endleis way. 

Vertue's the Sollid gocd, if any be; 

Tis chat Creates our true Felicitie, 

Theugh we Deſpite, Contemy, and caſt it by, 

As worthleſs, or our fatal'ſt Enemy; 

Becauſe our darling luſts it dare controule, 

And bound the Rovin;'s of the Madding Soul. 
Therefore in Garments poor, it ſtill appears, 

And ſemetimces { r2ked ) it vo Garment wears; 
Shon'd by the Grezt, and worthleſs thought by) 
( moſt, 
urg'd to be gone, cr willfd for ever loſt, : 
Vet is it loth to leave our wretched Coaſt. 

But in diſpuiſe docs here aud there intrude, 

Striving to conquer baſe Ingraitude: 

And bokly verturcs now and then toShine, 

So to make known it is of Birth divine; 

Bur Conde voir it like the Lightning plays, 

Loſing as hon as feen, its pointed Rays, (wit 
Which Scarcenefs makes thole that are weak in 
For Virtues ſelf, admire it's counterfeit: | 
VVith which dam'd Hipocrites the VVorld delude, 

As we ou Indians Glaſs for Gems intrude, % 
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The firſt Letter from B. to Mr. E. ; 
Reaming laſt Night on Mrs. Farley, F 
My thing was up this Morning early 5 9 


And I was fain without my Gown, 
To riſe i th cold to get him down. Hard 


..{ Go ) 


Hard ſhift alaſs, but yet a ſure, 

HO be no pleaſing cure. 

Of old the fair egyptian Siattern, 

For Luxury that had no pattern, 

To fortifie her Roman Swinger, 

Inſtead of Nutmegs, Mace and Ginger, 

Did ſpice his Bow'ls (2s tells) 

With Warts of Rocks, au Spawn of Shells 

It had been happy for her Grace, 

Had I been in the Roman place, 

I, who do {corn that any Stone, 

Shou'd raiſe my Tackle but my own, 

Had laid her down on every Couch, 

And ſpar'd her Pead and Diamond Brouch, 

Until her Memphian Majeſty, 

Being happily reclaim'd by me, 

From all her wild expenſive ways, 

Had wore her Gems on Holy Days. 

But ſince ber Love has long been over, 

Let us what's in this Town diſcover. 
I muſt intreat you by this Letter, 

To enquire for Maids, the more the better, 

Hunger makes any Man a Glutton, 

If Roberts, Thomas, Mrs. Dutton, 

Or any other Dame of note, 

Inform of a freſh Petticote. 

Enquire I pray with Friendly care, 

Were their reſpective Lodgings are. 

Some do compare a Man t a Barque, 

A pretty Metaphor, pray mark, 

And with a long and tedious ſtory, 

Will all the Tackling lay before ye, 

The Sails are Hope, the Maſts Deſire, 

Till they the gentleſt Reader tire, 

But howſo'ere they keep a pudder. 


( 61 ) 
£ 
I'm ſure the P is the Rudder. "7 
The pow'rful Rudder, which of force, 74 
To Town muſt ſhortly ſteer my courſe, w 
And if you do not there provide — 9 
A Port, where I may ſafely, ride, y 
Landing in haſt in ſome foul Creek, | 
'Tis ten to one I ſpring a Leak. 
Next I muſt mage it my requeſt, 
If you have any intereſt, 
Or can by any means diſcover, 
Some lamentalide Rhyming Lover, 
VVho ſhall in Numbers harſh and vile, 
His Miſtriſs, Nymph, or Goddeſs ſtile, 
Send all his Labours dawn to me, 
By the firſt opportunity. 
Or anyEnights of your round Table, 
To other Scriblers formidable; 
Guilty themſelves of the ſame Ct ine, 
Dreſs Nonſence up in ragged Rhyme, 
As one a week, they ſeldom fail, 
Inſpir'd with Love and Grid-lron Ale. 
Or any Paultery Poetry, 
Tho from the place where Schollars be. 
Who when the and ere there, 
Did both their VVit and Learning ſpare; 
And have (I hope) endeavour'd ſtuce, { 
To make the World ſome recompence. 5 
Such damned Fuſtian, when you meet, 
Be not too raſh or indiſcreet ; 
Tho they can find no Juſt excuſes, 4 
To put 'em to their proper uſes . i 
Of fatal Privy, or the Fire | | 
Their Nobler Foe, at my deſire . B 
Reſtrain your nat*ral Profuſeneſs,®” . 
M ſpare em, though you have a Looſeneſs. 


Mr. 


=_ — 
Mr. E. -s After. : Put 


S crafty Harluts uſe to ſhrink An 
From Letchers, dos'd with ſleep and drink, Io 

When they intend to make up Pack, 4$ 

By filching Sheets, or ſhirt from Back ; 

So were you pleas'd to ſteal away 

From me, whilſt on your Bed I lay: 

But long you had not been departed, 

When, pincht with cold, from thence I ſtarted ; 

Where miſſing you, I ſtampt and ſtar'd, 

Like Bacon, when he wak'd and heard 

His Brazen- Head in vain had ſpoke, 

And ſaw it lye it pieces broke: 

Sighing, I to my Chamber make, 

And ev'ry Limb was ſtiffas ſtake 

Unleſs poor Pego, which did feel. 

Like flimy skin of new ſtript Eel, 

Or Pudding, that miſchance had got, 

And loft it ſelf half in the Pot. 

With care,Ichear'd the ſneaking wretch 

That late had been in a deep Ditch: 

But neither Shirt, nor Water cou'd, 

Remove the ſtench of filthy Mud. 

TheQueen of Love from Sea did ſpring, 

Whence the beſt X/erkins ſcent likè Ling. 

But ſure this over jilting Jade, 

Was of Tome fouler Matter made 

Or elſe ber Breath coutd never ſtink, 

Like Pump thatfoul, or naſty Sink, | 


VVhes 
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2 When this was done,to Bed I went, 
And the whale day, in ſleep | ſpent ; 
ut the next morning freſh and gay, 


FAS Citizen on Aly day ; 


| W} wanders 11 th - ſpacious Town, 


Among t= Dunes of beſt renown ! 


$ To Temple 1 2 viſe made, 
JV Temple | rhe Beauty of her Trade! 


The on! 
or want of Doxie cou d employ ? 
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:2wd that ever I, 


She me me rriends with Ars. Crufiey 
om we indeed had ns'd too roughly; 
For by a gentler way 1 found, 


he wou'd be kiod under ten Pound. 

so reſty Jades hich {.orn toſtir, 
Though oft pro” ok d by Switch and Spur: 
By milder ute may be got, 


To fall into che wonted Trot. 
But what ſnccefs I further had, 
And what dil-0;*ries good and bad 
| made in roving up and down, 
Ie tell you when you come to Town. 
Further, I have obey«d your motion, 
Though much provok'd by Fill and Potion, 


And ſent you down ſome paultry Rhymes, 1 


The greateſt grievance of our Times; 
When ſuch as Nature never made 

For Poets, dayly will invade 

Wits Empire, both the Stage and Preſs, 
And which is worth with good ſucceſs. 


The 
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The Second Leiter from B.—10 
Mr. E 


F I can gueſs the Devil choak me, 
What horrid fury cou'd provoke thee, 

To uſe thy railing ſcurrlous V Vit, 
1 Againſt Loves Joys, the ſource of it : 
| For wnat but Love, and tranſports raiſe 
| Our thoughts to Songs, and Roundelays ? 
| Enables. us to Annagrams, 
| And other Amorous flim flams ? 

Then we write Plays, and ſo proceed, 

To Bays, the Poets ſacred Wead, 

Haſt not reſpect for God Priapus ? 

That Antient Story ſhall not ſcape us. 

Priapus was a Roman God, 
But in plain EI ——— 
That pleas'd their Siſters, Wives and Daughters, 
Guarded tkeic Pippins and Pomwaters, 
For & the Orchards utmoſt entry, 
This mighty Guardian ſtood Centry; 
Inveſted in a tatter'd Blanket, 
To ſcare the Mag-pyes from their Banquet : 
But tifis may ſerve to ſhew we trample, 
On Rule and Method by example 
Of Authors ſome, who to ſnap at all, 
Will talk of Ceſar i th? Capitol, 
Of Cintbia's Beams, and Sols bright Ray, 2 


Known Foe to Butter-milk and V V hey, 


Which ſoftens V Vax, and hardens Clay. * 
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Allthis without the leaſt connexion, 


{ Which to ſay truth's enough to vex one; 


But farewell all Pottique dizzineſs, 
And now to come unto the bulineſs, 
Tell the bright Nymth, how ſad and penſively 
Ere ſince we u['d her ſo offenſively, 
In diſmal thades, with Arms acroſs, 
| fix lamenting of my loſs ; f 


[To Eccho L her Name commend, 
Who has it now at her Tongues end, 
And Parrot-like repeats the ſame, 
For ſhow'd you talk of Tamberlayn, 

| Cuffey ? ſhe cryes at the ſame time, 


Though the laſt Accents do not Rhyme: 
Far more than Eccho, e'rs did yet, 
For Philis or bright Amoret. | 

With Pen knife keen of mod'rate fize, 
As bright and piercing as her Eyes; 
Aglitt' ring Weapon which wou'd ſcorn, | 
To pair a Nail, or cut a Corn; 
Upon the Trees of ſmootheſt Bark, 
I carve her mane or elſe her mark, 
Which commonly's a bleeding Heart, 
A weeping Eye or flaming Dart. 

Here on a Beech like Am'rous Soft, 
I ſometimes carve a True- loves Knot ; 
There a tall Oak her name does beur, 
Ina lerge ſpeading Character. 
I choſe the faireſt and the beſt 
Of all the Grove, amongſt the reſt, 
I carvy'd it on a Lofty Pine, 
Which wept a pint of Turpentine 3 
Such was the terror of her Name, 
By the report of evil Fame. 

3 Whe 


Our Hearts weak Forts, we mu 1 


— — 


4 th 


( Who tir'd with immoderate flight, 
Had lodg'd upon its Boughs all Night. ) 
The wary Tree, who fear'd a Clap, 
And knew the vertue of his Sap, 


_—_ Balſom into ev'ry Wound, | 
Aud in an hours time _ ſound. . 
But you are unacquainted yet * 
With half the pow'r of Amoret, , — 
For ſue can drink, as well as do, ? 0 
Her growing Empire ſtill muſt grow, 


When Beauty des it's forces joyn 
With Mans ſtrong Enemy, good Wine : 
This I was told by =— Obryon, Fine 
A Man whoſe word 1 much rely on, * 
He kept touch, and came down hither, 
When thou wert ſcar'd with the foul Weather, 
But if thou woud'ſt forgiven be, 

Say that thy Love detained thee. 

Love, whoſe ſtrong Charms the World bewitches 
The Joy of Kings! the Beggars Riches ! Tue 
The Courtiers buſineſs, Citizens leiſure ! ay 
The tyr'd Tinkers eaſe and Pleafure ! 
Of which alas I've leave to prate, 


p 
1 


But oh the rigor of my Fate ! T 
For want of bouncing Bona Roba That 
Laſciva eſt nobis pagina vita proba, * 
For that Rhyme I was fain to fumble, . 
When Pegaſus begins to ſtumble, he 
Tis time to reſt, your very humble. | 


$1 + 


(%) 
Mr. F---s Anſwer. 


O ſoft and Am'rouſly*you write, 
O Of things that me in bed delight; 
That were I ſtill in Lanthorn ſweating, 
$wallowing of Bolus, or a ſpitting, 

ſhou'd forget each injury, 
The City Miſſes, offer'd me, 
And only of my Fate complain, 
. uſe I muſt from them abſtain, 2 
The pow'rful God of Love, whoſe name 
Kindles in me an Amorous flame 
Begins to make my Vigor rile, 
And oo agua to fight Loves Prizeb 
orgetful of thoſe many Scars, 
have reciv'd in Venus Wars. 
Wo his ſhews Loves chiefeſt Magick lyes - 
Im Womans concaves, not their Eyes, 
There Cupid does his Revells keep, 
There Lovers all their ſorrows ſteep, 
Sor hr: ke but taſted that, 
Dur miſeries are quite forgot. 


This may ſuffice to let you know 3 


: 


þ 


g bat 1 to porting am no Foe, 


Though you are pleas'd to think me ſo. 
Lis ſtrange his Zeal ſnou'd be in ſuſpicion, 
Who dyes a Martyr for's Religion. | 
ut now to give you an account . 1 
f Cuffley, that Laſs Paramount Þ 
ne! whoſe Beauty warms the Age, 9 
nd fills our Youth with Love and Rage, 
Vho like fierce Wolves purſue the Game, 


E 2 While 


— -—X 3 
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While ſecretly the Lecherous Dame, 
With ſome choice Gallant takes her flight, 
Andin a Corner Hogs all Night. 

Then the next Morning we all hunt, 

To find who is grown lank upon 't, 

With Jealouſie, and envy mov'd, 

Againſt the Man that was belov'd. 

Whil'd you within ſomgNeighb'ringGrove 
Indite the Story of your Love, 

And with your Pen-knife,keen,and bright, 
On ſtately Trees your paſſion VVrite, 

So that each Nymph that paſſes through, 
Muſt envy her and pity you; 

VVe at the Flece or at the Beay, 

VVith good Caſe-Knife, well het on Stair: 
A gentle VVeapon, made to feed 
Mankind, and not to make 'em bleed ; 

A thouſand Am'rous fancies ſcrape, 
There's not a Pewter-diſh can ſcape 
VVithout her Name or Arms, which are, 


The ſame that Love himſelf does bear- 


Here one to ſhew you Lov's no Glutton, 
Pch* midſt of Supper, leaves his Mutton, 
And on a greahe Plate with care, 

Carves the bright lmage of the Fair. 

Another though a drunken Sot, 


Neglects his VVine, and on the Pot, 


A band of naked Cupids draws, | 
VVithTools no bigger than V VheatStraws. 
Then on a naſty Condleſtick, 

One Figures Loves Hierogliphick, 
And that the ſight may more inflame 

The lookers on, ſobſcribes her name, d 
Cuſfiey | her Sexes Pride and Shame. 
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'There's not a Man but does diſcover 
By ſome ſuch Action he's her Lover, 8 
But now its time to give her over, 

And let your Lordſhip, know, you are 

The Miſtriſs that employs our care; 

our abſcence makes us Melancholly. 

Nor Drink, nor Love, can make us jolly; 
Unleſs w'ave you within our Arms, 

In whom there dwells diviner Charms 
Then quit with ſpeed the penſive Grove, 
And here in Town perſue your love 
Where at your coming, you ſhall find h 
Your Servants glad, your Miſtriſs kind, 8 
And all devoted to your Mind. 


With your very Hum 
ble Ser vant 


— z — — —ĩ — — o — 
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On Mr. E- -H -upon his 
1 — — 


Ome on ye Criticks ! find one fault who dare, 
For read it backward like a Hitebes Pray 'r, 
T1will do as well; throw not away your Jeſts 
On ſolid Nonſence, that abides all Teſts. 
it, like Tierce Clarret, when't begins to pall, 
Neglected lyes, and's of no uſe at all; 
But in its full per fection of decay, 
urns Vinegar and comes again in play. 
his Simile ſhall ſtand in thy defence, ( ſence. 


'Gaiaſt ſuch dull Rogues, as now and then write, 
| e 
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He lyes dear Ned, who ſays thy Brain is barren, 
Where deep conceits, like Vermine breed in Carrin: 
Thou haſt a Brain, ſuch as thou haſt indeed, 

On what elſe, ſhou'd thy Worm of Fancy feed ? 
Yet ina Philbert I have often known 

Maggots ſurvive, when all the Kernell's gone. 
Thy Stile's the ſame, what ever be the Theame, 
As ſomedigeſtions turn all Meat to Phelm. 

Thy ſtumbling Founder'd Jade, can Trot as high, 
As any other Pegaſus can fly. 

AS skillful Dyvers to the Bottom fall, 

Sooner than thoſe that cannot ſwim at all , 

So in this way of writing, without thinking. 

Thou haſt a ſtrange Alacrity, in ſinking, 

Thou writ'ſt below ev'n thy own nat'ral parts, 
And with acquir'd dullneſs and new Arts 
Of ſtudy*d Nonſenſe,tak'ſt kind Readers hearts. 
So the dull Eele moves nimbler in the Mud, 
Than all the ſwift Finn'd Racers of the Flocd. 
Therefore dear Ned, at my advice forbear, 
Such loud complaints gasnſt Criticks to prefer, 
vince thou art turn'd an Arrant Libeller : 

Thou ſer'ſt thy Name to what thy ſelf does write, 
Did exer Libell yet ſo ſharply bite. 


1 


—— 
— 


On the fame Author upon his | | 
B.——P.— 


7 \ S when a Bully draws his Sword, 


1 


Though no Man gives him a croſs word; 
nd all per ſwafions are in van, 
To make him put it up again; Each 


ch 
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Each Man draws too, and falls upon him, 

To take the wicked Weapon from him : 

Ev'n ſo dear Ned, thy deſp'rate Pen, 

No leſs diſturbs all witty Men, 

And makes 'em wonder what a Devil, 

Provokes thee to be ſo uncivil; | 
When thon and all thy Friends muſt know 'em, 
Thou yet wilt dare to Print thy Poem, 

That poor Currs fate, and thine are one, 

Who has his Tail pegg'd in a Bone; | 


About he runs no body'l own him, 


Men, Boys, and Dogs are all upon him. 
And firſt the greater Wits were at thee, 
Now ev'ry little Fool will pat thee, 

Fellows, that ne re were heard or read of, 
(If thou writ'ſt on) will write thy head off. 
Thus Maſtives only have the knack, 

To caſt the Bear upon her Back; 

But when th' unweildy Beaſt is thow-n, 
Mungrills will ſerve to keep him down. 


—ä — — —— — 

On the ſame Author upon bis 

| N. EW Ut * | 

Hou dam' d Antipodes to common ſenſe, 
Thou foyle to Fluence! prethee tell from 

= BOL ( whence 

Does all this mighty Rock of dullneſs ſpring, 

Which in ſuch Loads thou to the Stage doſt bring? 

It all thy own? or {haſt thou from Syow-bill 

Th” afliſtance of ſome Ballad making Gwil ? 

No, they fly higher yet; thy plays are ſuch, 

Fd ſwear they were tranſlated out of Dutch. 

col E 4 And 
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And who the Devil was ere yet ſo drunk, 
To read the Volumes of Myn- Heer · Nan · Dunk 
Fain wou d I know what Dyet thou doſt keep, 
If thou doſt always, or doſt never leep ? 
Sure Haſty Pudding is thy chiefeſt Diſh, 
With Lights, and Livers, and with ſtinking Fiſh, 
Ox-cheek, Tripe,Garbage,thou doſt treat thy Brain 
Which nobly pays this tribute back again. 
With Dazy Roots, thy dwarfiſh Muſe is fed, 
A Gyants Body, with a Pigmyes Head. 4 
Canſt thou not find amongſt thy num*rons Race, I At 
One Friend ſo kind, to tell thee that thy Play's The 
Lavght at by Box, Pit, Gallery, nay Stage, ; 
And grown the naus ous grievance of this Age! W. 
Think on *t a while, and thou wilt quickly find, An 
Thy Body made for labour, not thy Mind. But 
Nor other uſe of Poper thou ſhou'dſt make, 
But carry Loads of Aheams upon thy Back; in 
Carry vaſt Burthens till thy ſhoulders ſhrink, Sil 
But curſt be he, that gives thee Pen and Ink, Shy 
Thoſe dangerous Weapons ſhou'd be kept from =, 
PLACID! 2 are a 
As Nerſes from their Children keep Edp rock "8 Br 
For thy dull Muſe, a Muckender were fit, | y 
R 
Sl 
H 
V 
F 
þ 
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To wipe the flav'rings of her Infant Wir, 
Which though ts late (if Juſtice cou'd be found) 
Shou'd lik e blind new bornPuppys, yet be drown'd 
For were it not we mult reſpect afford, 

o any Muſe, that's Grand- child to:a Lord ; 

tine in the Ducking-ſtool ſhou'd take her Seat, 
Drencht like her ſelf in a great Chair of State, 
Where like a Muſe of Quality ſhe'l} dye, 
And thou thy ſelf, ſhalt make her Elegy, \ 

In the ſame Strain thou writ'ſt thy Camedy. 


n wap _ 


And whiſp'ring ſoftly in his Ear, 
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| 


The diſappoint ment. 


Ne Day the Am'rous Liſander, 

By an impatient paſſion ſway'd, 
Ser priz d fair Cloris, that lovꝰd Maid, 
Who cou'd defend herſelf no longer; 
All things did with his love conſpire, 
The guilded Planet of the Day, 

In his gay Chariot, drawn by Fire, 
Was now deſcending to the Sea, 


And left no light to guide the World, 


But what from Cloris brighter Eyes was hurl'd 
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In a lone Thicket made for love, 

Silent as yeilding Maids conſent, 

She with a Charming Langviſhment, 
| Permits his force, yet gently ſtrove; 


Her hands, his Boſom ſoftly meet, 
But not to put him back deſign'd, 
Rather to draw him on inclin'd, 


Whilſt he lay trembling at her Feet; 
Reſiſtance, tis too late to ſhew, 

She wants the pow'r to ſay--.4b ? what d'ye do? 
Her bright Eyes ſweet and yet-ſevere, 
Where Love and ſhame confus'dly ſtrive, 
Freſh vigor to Liſander give, 


She cry*d--- ecaſe---ceaſe---your vain deſire. 
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Or II call out, what wou d you do ? 
My dearer Honour ev 'n to you, 


I cannot —muſt not give xetire, 


Or take that life, whoſe chiefeſt part, 
I gave you with the Conqueſt of my Heart. 


But he, as much unvs'd to * 

As he was capable of Love, 

The bleſſed Minutes to improve, 

Kiſſes her Lips, her Neck, her Hair! 
Each touch! her new deſires Allarms? 
His burning trembling hand he preſt 
Upon her melting Snowy Breaſt, _ 
While ſhe lay panting in his Armes 1 
All her ungarded Beauties lye 

The Spoils and Trophies o the Enemy. 


And now without gelbes dr fear, 

He ſeeks the Object of his Vows. 

His love no modeſty allows. 

By ſwift degrees, advancing where 

His daring Hand that Alter ſeiz d, 

Where Gods of Love do Sacrifice ! 

That awful Thaone ! that Paradice ! 

Where Rage istam'd,-and Anger pleas'd ? 

That living Fountain, from whoſe Trills, 

The melted Soul in liquid drops diſtills ' 
6. 


Her balmey Lips, encountering his, 
Their Bodies, as "their Souls they joyn'd, 
Where both in tranſports unconfin*d, 
Extend themſelves upon the Moſs ! 
Cloris half dead, and breathleſs lay, 
Her Eyes appear'd like Humid light, 


n 
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Such as divides the Day and Night, My 
Or falling Stars, whoſe Fires decay ; q 
And now no ſigns of life ſhe ſhows, 

But what in ſhort-breath'd ſighs returns and goes, 


7. 
He ſaw how at her length ſhe lay, 
He ſaw her riſing Boſome bare; 
Her looſe thin Robes, through which appear, 
A ſhape deſign'd for love and play. 
Abandon'd by her Pride and ſhame, 
She does her ſofteſt ſweets diſpence, 
Off ring her Virgin innocence, 
A Vidtim to Loves Sacred flame. 
Whilſt th' o're raviſht Shephard lyes, 
Unable to perform the Sacrifice. 

8. 

Ready to taſt a Thouſand Joys, 
The too tranſported hapleſs Swayne, 
Found the valt pleaſure tur n'd to pain: 
Pleaſure ! which too much love deſtroys, 
The willing Garment by he laid, 
And Heav'n all open to his view. 
Mad to poſſeſs, himſelf he threw 
On the defenceleſs lovely Maid 
But oh! What envious Gods conſpire ? 
To ſnatch his pow'r, yet leave him the defire 


9. 

Natures ſupport, without whoſe Aid, 

She can no humane being give; 

It ſelf now wants the Art to live; 

Faintneſs, its flacken'd Nerves invade, 
In vain th' enraged Youth aſlay'd, N 
To call his fleeting Vigor back; 1 
No motion *twill from motion take, 
Exceſs of love, his love betray'd, 


— ——— —ͤ— 
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In vain he tpils, in vain commands, 
Th' Inſenſible, fell weeping in his Hands. | 
| IO, 
In this fo Am'rous cruel ſtrife, 
Where Love and Fate were too ſevere, 
The poor Liſander in deſpair, 
Renounc'd his reaſon with his life. | 
Now all the brisk and active Fire, 
That ſhov'd the noble part inflame, | 
And left no ſpark for new deſire; 
Not all her naked Charmes cou'd move, 
Or calme that Rage, that had debauch'd his love. 
11. 
Cloris, returning from the Trance, 
l Which love and ſoft deſire had bred, 
Her tim'rous hand ſhe gently laid, 
Or guided by deſign or chance, 
I Upon that Fabulous Priapus 
1 That Potent God (as Poets feign ) 
But never did young Shepherdeſs, 
| (Gath'ring of Fern upon the Plain) 
More nimbly draw her fingers back, 
ö l Finding beneath the Verden Leaves a Snake; 


| 12. 
hen Cloris her far hand withdrew, 
“LTiading that God of her deſires, 

| . Diſarm'd of all his pow'rful Fires, 

| j And cold as Flow'rs bath'd in the Morning Dew; 
[| Who can the Nymphs confuſion gueſs ? 

Ihe blood forſook the kinder place, 3 
it And ſtrewed with bluſhes all her Face, — = 
Which both diſdain and ſhameexpreſs ? ö 

f | And from Liſanders Arms ſhe fled, 

I Leaving him fainting on the Gloomy Bed. 
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oy happy I triumphant ſtood, 
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13. 1 
Like Lightning through the Grove, ſhe hyes, 1 
Or Daphne from the Delphick God; 
No print upon the Grafly Road 1 
She leaves, t' inſtruct purſuing Eyes; | 
The Wind that wanton'd in her Hair, 1 
And with her ruffled Garments plaid, 
Diſcover'd in the flying Maid 

All that the Gods e're made of Fair. 

So Venus when her Love was ſlain, | 
With fear and haſt flew o're the FatalPlain. 


14. 
The Nymphs reſentments, none but I, 
Can well Imagine and Condole; 
But none can gueſs Liſanders Sou 
But thoſe who ſway d his Diſtiny: 
His ſilent griefs ſwell up to Storms, 
And not one God his fury ſpares, 
He curſt his Birth, his Fate, his Stars, 
But more the Shepherdeſſes Charms; 
Whoſe ſoft bewithing influence, 
Had damn'd him to the Depth of Impotence, 


— — 
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On a Guiniper Tree now cut 
down to make Bust. 


The pride and glory of the Wood, 
My Aromatick Boughs, and Fruit, 
Did with all other Trees diſpute ; 
Had right by Nature to excel], | 
In pleaſing both the Taſt and fmel! But 
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But to the touch I muſt confeſs, 

Bore an a willing ſullenneſs - 

My Wealth, like baſhfull Virgins; 1 
Yielding with ſome reluctancy; 

For which my value ſhou'd be more, 

Not giving eafily my ſtore. 

My Verdent Branches, all the year, 

Did an Eternal Beauty wear, 7 

Did ever young and gay appear, 

Nor needed any Tribute pay, 

For Bounties from the God of Day. 

Nor do hold Supremacy, 

In all the Wood, o're ev'ry Tree, 

But ev'n to thoſe of my own Race, 

That grew not in this happy place; 

But that in which I glory moſt, 
And do my ſelf with reaſon boaſt, 

Beneath my ſhade the other Day, 

Young Philocles and Cloris lay, 

Upon my Root he plac d her Head, ; 
And wherel grew he made her Bed ; 

Their trembling Limbs, did gently preſs, 

The kind ſupporting yeilding Moſs; 

Ne're half ſo bleſt, as now to bear, 

A Swayn ſo young, a Nymph ſo fair. 

My grateful Shade, I kindly lent, 

Andev'ry aiding Bough I bent 

So low as ſometimes had the Bliſs, 

To rob the Shepherd of a Kiſs. 

Whilſt be in pleaſures far above, . 
The ſenſe of that degree of Love! 
Permitted ev'ry ſtealth I made, 

Unjealous of his Rival ſhade. 


= 
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I ſaw 'em kindle to deſire 1 
Whilſt with ſoft ſighs they blew the Fire! 

Saw the approaches of their joy, 
He grow more fierce,and ſhe leſs coy ? 
Saw how they mingled melting Rays; 
Exchanging Love a thouſand ways : 
Kind was the force on ey'ry ſide, 
Her new deſires ſhe cou'd not hide, 

Nor wou'd the Shepherd be deny'd ; 
| Impatient he waits no conſent, 

But what ſhe gave by languiſhment, 
| The bleſſed Minute he perſu'd, 
| Whilſt Love her fear and ſhame ſuddu-d. 
And now tranſported in his Arms, 
| Yields to the Conqueror all her Charms; 
| His Panting Breaſt to hers now joymd, 
They feaſt on Raptures unconfin*d ; 
! Vaſt and luxuriant, ſuch as prove, 
The immortality of Love. 
For who but a Divinity, | 
Coud mingle Souls to that degree, 7 

And melt 'em into Extaſie; 
Where like the Phoenix both expire, 8 
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Wbilſt from the Aſhes of their Fire, 

Sprung up a New, and ſoft deſire. 
Like Charmers, thrice they did invoke 

The God, and thrice new vigor took 

And had the Nymph been half ſo kind, 
As was the Shepherd well inclin'd ; 
The Myſt'ry had not ended there, 

- But Cloris reaſſum'd her fear, 

And chid the Sayn, for having preſt, 

$ What ſhe (alas) cou'd not reſiſt: 

g Whilſt he, in whom Loves ſacred flame. 


, Before 


—— 
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Before and after was che ſame, 
Humbly implores ſhe wov'd forget 
That fault, which he wou'd yet repeat: J 
From active Joyes with ſhame they haſt, K 
To a reſſection on the paſt; | 

A thoufand times the Covert bleſs, 

That did ſecure their bappyneſs ; 

Their Gratitude to ev'ry Tree 

They pay, and moſt to happy me 

The Shepherdeſs, my Bark carreſt, 

Whilſt he my Root (Loves Pillow) kiſt, 
And did with ſighs their Fate deplore, 
Since I muſt ſhelter em no more. 

And if before my Joyes were ſuch, 

In having ſeen, and heard ſo much; 

My griefs muſt be as great and high, Z 


—— 


— —— 


When all abandon'd I muſt lye, 

Doom'd to a filent Deſtiny : 

No more the Am'rous ſtrife to hear, 

The Shepherds Vows,the Virgins Fear; 

No morea Joyful looker on, 

Whilſt Loves ſoft Battle's loſt and won. 
With grief | bow'd my murmv'ringHead, 

And all my Chriſtal Dew 1 ſhed, 

Which did in Cloris pity move; 

Cloris whoſe Soul is made of love, 

She cut me down, and did tranflate 

My Being to a happier ſtate - 

My top was on the Alter laid, 

Where Love, his ſofteſt offfring paid, 

And was as fragant Incence burn'd; 

My Body into Busks was turn'd : 

Where I ſtill guard the ſacred ſtore, 

And of Loves Temple keep the Door. 
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| Toall curious Critics and Ad: | 
| mirers of Meeter. Þ 


Tols a Ship up, then caſt her down again ? 
etimes ſhe ſeems to touch the very Skies, 


And then again upon the Sand ſhe lyes, 
Dr have you ſeen a Bull, when he is jealons, (lows? 
| ow he does tear the ground, and Rores and Bel- 
Or have you ſeen the pretty Turtle Dove, 
When ſhe laments the abſence of her love ? 
Or have you ſeen the Faryes when they ſing 
nd dance with mirth together in a Ring ? 

Dr have yon ſeen our Gallauts keep a pudder, 
With Fair and Grace, and Grace and Fair Anſtruder ? 
Dr have you ſeen the Daughters of Apollo, 

Tour down their Ryming Liquors in a hollow 


Nane? In ſpungy Brain, congealing into Verſe z 
you have ſeen all this then kiſs my A--ſe. 


; 
N Ave you not ſeen the raging Stormy Main f 
om 
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Satyr. 


Hat Timon, does old Age begin t' ap- 


( proach, 
at thus thou droop'ſt under a nights ech > 


aſt thou loſt deep to needy Rogues on Tick, 
ho nere ou pay, and muſt be paid next Week? 
F Tim 


j 


( 32 ) 

Tim. Neither alas, but a dull dining Sot, 
Seiz'd me i*th* Mall, who juſt my name had got ; 
He runs upon me,cries de ar Rogue Im thine, 
With me ſome Wits of thy acquaintance dine. 

I tell him I'm engag'd, but as a Whore 

With modeſty enſlaves her Spark the more ; 
The longer I deny'd, the more he preſt, 

At laſt I ene conſent to be his Gueſt, 

He takes me in his Coach, and as we go, 
Pulls out a Libel of a Sheet or two, 

Inſipid, as the praiſe of th' Fairy Queens, 

Or St, unaſſiſted former Scenes; 

Which he admir'd, and Prais'd at ev'ry Line, 
At lat it was O ſharp it muſt be mine. | 
I voiww'd I was no more a Wit than he, 
UnpraQic'd, and vubleisd in Poetry: 

Ang to Fhillis I perhaps might make, 

But cer Rhym'd, but for my Miſtriſs ſake - 
i exvy'd nc Mans fortune nor his fame. 
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Nor ever thought of a revenge ſo tame. Bi 
He knew my Style, he ſwore, and twas in vain Sh 
Thus to deny the Iſſue of my Brain. Hi 
Choal'd with his flatt'ry, I no anſwer make, Sh 
But ſilent leave him to his dear miſtake. Le 
Of a well meaning Fool, Pm moſt afraid, ve 
Who ſillily repeats what was well ſaid. Bu 
But this was not the worſt when he came home, Sh 
He askt, are S———, Bu , Sa——, come? Ca 
No, but there were above FValfwit and Huffe, It 
Kickum and Dingboy, Oh 'ts well enough, w 


They're all brave Fellows, cryes mine Hoſt, let's On 
I long to have my Belly full of Wine, (Dine, Þ 4 
_ They'll write and fight I dare aſſure you, As 
They're Men, Tam Marte quam Mercurio. Ra 
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[ ſaw my errour, but *twas now too late. i 
No means nor nopes appears of a retreat | 
Well, we ſalete, and cach Man takes his Seat, 
Boy ( ſays my Sort ) i iny Wite rea:y yer. 
A Wife good Gods | a F and Buliys too, | 
For one poor ea, wir mult ] undergo? 
In comes my Lady ſtrait, ſhe had been fair, 
Fic to give Love, and to prevear deſpair, 
But Age, Beauties incureable Diſeaſe, 
Had left her more deſire, than pow*r to pleaſe. 
As Cocks will ſtrike, although their Spurs be gone, 
She with her old bleer Fyes to ſmight begun: 
Though nothing elſe, ſhe (in def;t2hr of time) 
Preſerv'd the affectation of her prime; 
However we begun, ſhe brought in love, 
And hardly from that ſubject wou'd remove, 
We chanc'd to ſpeak of the French King's ſucceſs; 
My Lady wondt'd much how Heav'n cou'd bleſs 
A Man, that lov'd two Women at one time; 
But more how he to them excul*d his Crime. 
She askt Huffe, if Loves flame he never felt ? 
He anſwer'd bluntly--do you think Pm guelt : 
She at his plainneſs ſmil'd, then turn'd to me, 
Love in young Minds preceeds ev'n Poetry. 
You to that paſſion can no ſtranger be, 
But Wits are givento Inconſtancy. 
She had run on I think till now, but Meat 
Came up, and ſuddenly ſhe rook her Seat, 
thought the Dinner wou'd make ſome amends, 
When my good Hoſt crys out, y'are all my Frinds, 
Our own plain Fare, and the beft Terſe the Buil 
Affords, II give you, and your Bellies full: 
As for French Kickſhaws, Cellery, and Champoon, 
Ragous and Fricaſſes, in troth we'ave none, 

4 Here 


Here's a good Dinner towards thought I, when 
_ ( ſtrait 

Up comes a piece of Beef, full Horſmans weight; 

Hard as the Arſe of 4——, under which 

The Coachman ſweats, as Ridden by a Witch. 

A Diſh of Carrets, each of em as long 

As Tool, that to fair Counteſs did belong ; 

Which her ſmall Pillow cou'd not ſo well hide, 

But J ſiters his flaming Head eſpy'd, 

Pig, Gooſe, and Capon follow'd in the Rear, 


Serv'd up with Sauces all of Eighty Eight, 


And now the Bottle briskly flies about, 
Inſtead of Ice, wrapt in a cold wet Clowt, 
A brimmer follows the third bit we eat, 


The Table was ſo large, that in leſs ſpace, 

A Man might ſave fix old Italians place: 
Each Man had as much room as Porter B ——, 
Or Harris had in Cullens Buſhel C--, 
And now the Wine began to work, mine Hoſt ) 
Had been a Collonel, we muſt hear him boaſt 
Not of Towns won, but an Eſtate he loſt g 
For the Kings Service, which indeed he ſpent ) 
Whoreing, and Drinking, but with good intent | 
He talkt muck of a Plot, and Mony lent ; 
In Crummel's time. My Lady ſhe | 
Complain'd our love was courſe, ovr Poetry | 
Unſfit for modeſt Ears, ſmall Whores and Play'cs Þ 
Were of our Hair-brain'd Youth, the only cares; 
Who were too wild for any virtuous League, 
Ido rotten to conſummate an intrigue. 
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Falklani 


Small Bear becomes our drink, and Wine our meat. 


With all that Country Bumpkins call gcod Cheer 
When our tough Youth, wreſtled and threw th: 
(Weight; 
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nen Þ Falkland ſhe prais'd, and Sucklings eaſie Pen, 
rait And ſeem'd to taſt their former parts agen. 
Mine Hoſt drinks to the beſt in Chriſtendom, 
And decently my Lady quits the Room. 
Left to our ſelves, of ſeyeral things we prate, 
Some regulate the Stage, and ſome the State; 
Halfwit, cries up my Lord of 0 5 
Ah how well Muſt apha, and Zanger dye! 
| His ſenſe ſo little forc'd that by one Line, 
Lou may the other eaſily divine. 
er And which is worſe, if any worſe can be, 
le never ſaid one word of it to me. 
the There's fine Poetry! you'd ſwear *twere Proſe, 
ht; So litle on the Sence, the Rhymes impoſe. 
Ram me ( ſays Dingboy ) in my mind Cot's nouns, 
E writes Airy Songs, and ſoft I ampoons, 
The beſt of any Man; as for your owns, 
en. Grammer, and Rules of Art, he knows them not, 
vet writ two talking Plays without one plot. 
Hufe, was for Settle, and Aoroco praigd, ( rais'd, 
Said rumbling words, like Drums his courage 
Whoſe broad - built- balls, the boyſt 7045 Billows bear, 
* Z:pbee and Sally, Aug adore, Oran, 


= The fam'd Arxzile, Alcaxer, Titu an. 
Was ever braver Language writ by Man? 
S Kickum for Crown declar'd, ſaid in Romance, 
J Fe had out done the very Wits of France. 
Witness Pandion, and his Charles the Eighth, 
Where a young Monarchy careleſs of his Eate, C 
Though Forreign Troops and Rebels ſhock his 
[O | ( State, 
$; 


Complains another fight afflicts him more 
(i) The Queens Galleys rowing from the ſtore» 

3 Fretting 
ani 
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Fitting their Oars and Tackling to be gon, 
Whilſt ſporting YTVaves ſimi d on the riſing Sun. 
Waves ſmilling on the Sun ! am fore that*s new, 
And 'twas well thought on, give the Devil his due, 

Mine Hoſt, who had ſaid nothing in an hour, 
Roſe up and prais*d the Indium Emperour. 
As if our Old World moleſily withdrew, 
And here in private had brought forth a new. 
Thereare two Lines ! who but he durſt preſume 
To make the old World a wichdrawing Room, 
Where of another World ſhe's brought to Bed 
What a brave Midwife is a Laureat's Head! 
But ſhame of all the feScribblers, what do'e think, 
Will Souches this year any Champoon Drink? 
Will Turene fight him? without doubt ſays Huffe, 
If they two meet, their meeting will be rough. 
Sink me ( fays Ding boy) they French Cowards ate, 
They pay ut, ch' Enzlifh, Scots and Swiſs make 
In gawdy Yroops, at a review they ſhine, ( War, 
But dare not with the Ge mans Battle joyn 
What now appears like courage, is not fo, 
Tis a ſhort pride, which from ſucceſs does grow; 
On their firſt blow, they") ſhcink into thoſe fears. 
They ſhew'd at Creſſy Agincourt, Poytiers; 
Their loſs was infamous, Honour ſo ſtrain'd, 
Is by a Nation not to be regain'd. ( brave, 
What they were then I know not, now tar: 
He that denyes it, lyes and is a Slave, 
( Says Huffe and frawn'd ) ſays Dingby that do l, 
And at that word, at Yothers Head let fly 
A greaſie Plate, when ſuddenly they all 
Together by the Ears in Parties fall. 


Halfwit | 
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Halfwit with Dingboy Joyns, Kickum with Huffe, 1 
Their Swords were ſafe, and fo we let 'm cuff L 
Till they, mine Hoſt, and I. had all enough. 
Their rage once over, they begin to treat, 

And fix freſh Bottles muſt the peace compleat. 

I ran down ſtairs, with a Vow never more, 

To drink Beer Glaſs, and hear the Hectors roar. 
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A Seſſion of the Poets. 


Ince the Sons of the Muſes grew hum'rous and 
lond, ( Crowd ; 

For th'appeaſing ſo factious and clam'rous a 

Apollo thought fit in ſo weighty a cauſe, 

T' eſtabliſh a Government, Leader and Laws. 

The hopes of the Bays at this fammoning call, 

Had drawn 'em together the Devil and all; 


All thronging and liſtning, they gap'd for the 


Bleſſing, | ( preſling; 
No Tresbyter Sermon had more crowding and 
In the Head of the Gang John Dryden appear'd 
That Antient grave Wit, ſo long lov'd and fear'd; 
But Apollo, had heard a Story ith' Town, 
Of his quitting the Muſes,to wear the black Gown, 
And ſo gave him leave now his Poetry's done, 
To let him turn Prieſt, now X, is turn'd Nun. 
This Reverend Author was no ſooner ſet by, 
But Apollo had got gentle George in his Eye, 
And frankly confeſt of all Men that writ, (Wit 
There's none had more fancy, ſenſe, Judgment, and 
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But th? crying Sin, idleneſs, he was ſo harden'd, 
That his long ſeven years ſilence was not to be 
. ( pardon'd, 
Brawny W---,was the next Man ſhen'd his Face, 
But Apollo e ne thought him too good for the Place; 
No Gentleman Writer that Office ſnon'd bear, 
Twas a Trader in Wit, that the Lawrel ſno d 00 
As none but a Citt e' re makes a Lord Mayor, 
Next into the Crowd Tom Shadwell does wallow, 
And ſwears by bis Guts, his Paunch, and his Tallow, 
Tis he that alone belt pleaſes the Age, 
Himſelf, and his Wife, have ſupported the Stage. 
Apollo, well pleas d with ſo bonny a Lad, 
T' oblige him, he told him he ſnouꝰd be huge glad, 
Had he half ſo much Wit as he fancy'd he had. 
How ever to pleaſe ſo Jovial a Wit, 
And to keep him in humour, Apollo thought fit 
To bid him drink on, and keep his Old Trick, 
Of railing at Poets, and ſhowing his P 
Nat Lee ſtept in next, in hopes of a Prize, 
Apollo remember'd he had hit once in Thrice; 
By the Rubyes in's Face, he cou'd not deny, 
But he had as muck Wit, as Wine cou'd ſupply ; 
Confeſt that indeed he had a Muſical Note, 
But ſometimes ſtrain'd fo hard, that he ratled ith' 
( Throat ; 
Yet owning he had ſenſe t* encourage him for t, 
He made him his Ovid in Auguſtus's Court. 
Poet Settle his Tryal was the next came about, 
He bronght himan Ibrahim, with the Preface torn 
Out; 
And humby defir'd he might give no * 
O Ram me, cryes Shadwell, he cannot write ſenſe, 


And 
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( 39 ) 
And Rat him,cry'd Nemport, hate that dull Rogue; 
Apollo, conſidering he was not in vogue, 
Wou'd not truſt his dear Bays, with ſo modeſt a 
Fool 
And bid the great Boy, ſnou'd be ſent back bc . 
Tom Ott way came next T--S——, dear Zy; 
And ſwears, for Heroicks, he writes belt of any; 
Don Carlos his Pockets fo amply had fill'd, 
That his Mange was quite cur'd, and his Lice were 
(all kill d. 
But Apollo had ſeen his Dull Face on rhe Stage, 8 ä 


And prudestly did not think fit to engage, 

The {cum of aPlay-houſe, for the Prop of an Age. 

In the num'rous Herd that encompaſt him round, 

Little ſtarcht Jonny Crown at his Elbow he found, 

His Crewat-ſtring new Iron'd, he gently did ſtretch 

His Lilly white hand out, the Lawrel to reach, 

Alledging that he had moſt right to the Bays, 

For writing Romances, and ſhiting of Plays. 

Apollo roſe up, and gravely confeſt, 

Of all Men that writ, his Talent was belt ; 

For ſince pain and diſhonour Mans life only damn, 

The greateſt felicity Mankind can claim, 

Is to want ſenſe of ſmart, and be paſt ſenſe of 
( ſhame: 

And to perfect his Bliſs, in Poetical Rapture, 

He bid him be dull to che end of the Chapter. 

The Poetreſs Afra, next ſhew'd her ſweet Face, 
And ſwore by her Poetry and hex black Ace, 
The Lawrel by a double right was her own, (won 
For the Plays ſhe had wit, and the Conqueſts ſhe'd 
Apollo acknowtedg'd *twas hard to deny her, 

Yet to deal frankly and ingeiouſly by her, 


He 
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He told her, were Conqueſts and Charms her pre- 
(tence, 

She ought to have pleaded a Dozen years ſince. 

Anababaluthu put in for a ſhare, 

And little Tom Eſſences Author was there. 

Nor con'd Durfy forbear for the Lawyel to ſtickle, 
Proteſting he had the Honor to tickle ( Fic, 
The Ears of the Town, with his dear Madam 

With other pretenders, whoſe names Id rehearſe 
But that they're too long now to ſtand in my Verſe, 
Apollo, quite tir'd with their tedions Harrangue, 
Finds at laſt Tom Betterton's face in the gang, c 
And fince Poets with the kind Play'rs may hang, 
By his own light, he ſolemnly ſwore, 

That in ſearch of a Laureat, he'd look out no more. 
A general murmur run quite through the Hall, 
To think that the Bays to an AGor ſhou'd fall, 
But Apollo, to quiet and pacifie all, 

En'e told em Plays to put his deſert to the Teſt, 
That he had made as well as the beſt ; 

And was the gt cat'ſt wonder the Age ever bore, 
For of all the Play-Scribblers,that ere writ before, 
His wit had moſt worth, and moſt modeſty in'r, 
For he had writ Plays, that yet ne're came in Print. 
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Upon the Author of a Play 
calld Sodom. 


Eu me abandon'd Miſcreant, prethee tell, 
What damngd Pow'r invok'd and ſens from 
fell ;- (If 
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(If Hell were bad enough) did thee inſpire, 
To write what Fiends amam'd would bluſhing 
Haſt thou of late embrac'd fome Succubus? (hear 
And us'd the lewd Familiar for a Mule ? 
Or didſt thy Soul, by Inch oth” Candle fell, 
To gain the glorious Name of Pimp to Hell? 
It ſo; go, and its vow'd Allegiance ſwear, 
Without Preſs- Money, be its Voluntier : 
May he who envies thee, deſerve thy fate, ( hate. 
Deſerve both Heav'ns, and Mankinds ſcorn and 

Diſgrace to Libels ! Foyl to very ſhame, 
Whom 'tis a ſcandel to vauchſafe to damn. 
What foul deſcripiton's foul enough for thee, 
Sunk quir below the reach of infamy ? 
Thou cover'ſt to be lewd, bur wanr'ſt the might, 
And art all over Devil but in Wit. 
Week ſeeble Strainer, at meer ribaldry, 
Whoſe Maſe is impotent to that degree, : 
That needs like Age, be whipt to Lechery. 
Vile Sat! who clapt with Poetry art ſick, 
And void'lt Corruption, like one Gallick Sick, 
Like Ulcers, thy impoſtum'd Addle Brains 
Drop ont in Matter which thy Paper ſtains, 
Whence nauſeous Rhymes, by filthy Births proceed, 
As Maggots, in ſome Turd, ingendring breed. 
Thy Muſe has got the Flow'rs, aud they aſcend, 
As in ſome Green: ſik Girl, at upper end, 
Sure Nature made, or meant at leaſt t'have don't, 
Thy Tongue a Clytoris, thy Mouth a &c. 
How well a Dildoe wou'd that place become, 
To gag it up, and make t foi ever dumb? 
At lealt it ſhou'd be Syring'd 
Or wear ſome ſtinking Merkin for a Beard, 
That all from its baſe converſe might be ſcar'd. 


As 


(92) 


As they a Door ſhut up and mark d, beware, 

That tells infection, and the Plague is there. 

Thou Moorfields Author, fit for Bavds to quote, 

( If Bawds themſelves, with Honor ſafe may doc) 
When Snburb Prentice comes to hire delight, 

And want incentives to dull Appetite, ( hearſc, 
There Punk perhaps, may thy brave wroks re- 
Gulling the ſenſleſs thing with Proſe and Verſe, 
Which after ſhall ( preferr'd to drelling Box) 
Hold Turpeatine, and Med*cines for the Pox. 

Or ( if I may ordain a Fate more fit ) 

Por ſuch foul, naſty Excrements of Wit, 
May they condemn'd to th publick Jakes be 5 


For me I'd fear the Piles in vengeance ſent, 
Shou d | with them prophane my Fundament) 
There bugger wiping Porters when they ſhite, 
And ſo thy Book it ſelf turn Sodagpite. 
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Ephelia 10 Ba jazet. 


Ow far are they deceiv'd who hope in vain 
A laſting Leaſe of joys from Love t' obtain ? 
All the dear ſweets we promiſe, or expect 

After enjoyment, turns to cold neglect. 

Caou'd love, a conſtant happineſs have known, 
The mighty. wonder had in me been ſhown, 
Our paſſions were ſo favoured by Fate, 

As it ſhe meant em an Eternal Date; . 

So kind he look d, ſuch tender words he ſpoke, 
Twas paſt belief ſuch Vows ſhou'd e're be broke. 
Fixt on my Eyes, how often wou'd he ſay, 

He cou'd with pleaſure gaze an Age away! When 
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When thoughts, too great for words, had made him 
In kiſſes he woud tell n hand his Suit. (mute, 
So great his paſſion was, ſo far above 

The common Gallantrys, that paſs for love, c 
At worſt I thought if he unkind ſhou' d prove, 

His ebbing paſſion wor'd be kinder far, 

Than the firſt tranſports of all others are. 

Nor was my love, or tondneſs lefs than his, 

In him I ceater'd all my hapes of Bliſs; 

For him my duty to my Friends forgor, 

For him I loſt, alas! what loſt I not? 

Fame, all the valuable things of life, 

To meet his love, by a leſs name than Wiſe. 
How happy was I then, how dearly bleſt, 

When this great Man lay panting on my Breaſt, 
Looking ſich things as nere can be expreſt ! 
Thouſand freſh look he gave me ev'ry hour, 
Whilſt greedily did his looks devour ! 

Till quite o'recome with Charms, I trembling lay, 
At ev*ry lock he gave, melted away 

I was ſo highly happy in bis love, 

Methoughts I pitti'd them that dwelt above 
Think then thou greateſt, lovelyeſt, falſeſt Man, 
How you have vow'd, how I have Iod, and end 
My faithleſs dear, be cruel if you can / 

How. I have lov'd, 1 cannot, need not tell, 

No, every act has ſhown, I lov'd too well, 

Since firſt I ſaw you, I nefre had a thought, 

Was not entirely yours, to you I brought 

My Virgin Innocence, and freely made 

My love an Offering to your noble Bed; 
Since when, y'ave been the Star by which I ſteer d, 
And notbing elſe but you I lov'd or fear?d, 


Your 
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Your ſmiles, 1 only live by, and I muſt, 

When e're you frown, be ſhatter*d into Duſt, 

Oh! can the coldneſs that you ſhew me now, 

Suit with the gen'rous heat you once did ſhew ? 

I cannot hve on pitty or reſpect, 

A thought ſo mean, wout'd my whole love infect £ 
Leſs than your love, I ſcorn Sir to expect. | 
Let me not live in dull indifferency, | 
But give me rage enough to make me dye! 
For it from you, | needs muſt meet my Fate, 
Before your pitty, 1 wou'd chooſe your hate, 
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A ver) Heroical Epiſtle in 
Anſwer to Ephelia. 


Madam, 
F your deceiv'd, it is not by my Cheat, 
For all diſguiſes are below the great. 

What Man or Wowan upon Earth can ſay, 
I ever us d 'm well above a day? 
How is it then, that linconſtant am ? 
He changes not, who always is the ſame. 
In my dear ſelf, I center ev'ry thing, s 
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My Servants, Friends, my Mrs. and my King, 
Nay Heav'n and Earth,to that one poynt 1 bring. 
Well-manner'd, honeſt, generous, and ſtout, 
Names by dull Fook,to plague Mankind found out, 
Show'd | regard, I muſt my ſelf conſtrain, 

And'tis my Maxim, to avoid all pain. 

You fondly look for what none e're cou'd find, 
Deceive your ſelf, and then call meunkind, And 
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And by falſe Reaſons, wou'd my falſhood prove, 
For *tis as natural to change, as love : 

You may as juſtly at the Sun repine, 

Becauſe alike it does not always ſhine, 

No glorious thing was ever made to ſtay, 

My blazing Star but viſits and away. | 

As fatal roo it ſhines, as thoſe *ith* Skye 

'Tis never ſeen, but ſome great Lady dyes, 

The boaſted favour, you ſo precious hold, 

To me's no more than changing of my Gold 
What e're you gave, I paid you back in Bliſs, 
Then where's the Obligation pray of this? 

If heretofore you found grace in my Eyes, 

Be thankful for it, and let that ſuffice, 

But Women, Beggar-like, ſtill haunt the Door, 
Where they've receiv'd a Charity before. | 
Oh happy Sultan! whom we Barb'rous call, 

How much refin'd art thou above us all - 8 
Who envies not the Joys of thy Serail? 

Thee, like ſome God, the trembling Crowd adore, 
Each Man's thy Slave, and Woman- ind tay Whore, 
Methinks I ſee thee underneath the Shade 

Of Golden Canopy, d 1-64, | 

Thy crowding Slav<cs, ali lilent as the Night, 

But at thy nad, all active as the light 

Secure in Solid Sloth, thou there doſt reign, 
And feel'ſt the Joys of Love, without the pain, 
Zach Female courts thee with a wiſhing Eye, 
While thou with awful pride walk'ſt careleſs by; 
Till thy kind Pledge, at laſt, marks ont the Dame 
Thou fancy*ſt moſt, ro quench thy preſent flame. 
Then from the Bed, ſubmiſſive ſhe retires, 

And thankful for the grace, no more requires. 
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No lond reproach, nor fond unwelcome ſonnd, 

of Womens Tongues thy Sacred Ear does wound; 
If any do, a nimble Mute, ſtrait tyes 

The Trne-loves knot, and ſtops her fooliſh cryes. 
Thou fear#ſt no injurd Kinſmans threatning Blade, 
Nor Midnight Ambuſhes, by Rivals laid; 

White here with aking Hearts our Joys we taſt 
Diſturb'd by Swords, like Democles his Feaſt. 


— — a 


* —_ 1 : 
= — — — — — — —— — 


On Poet Ninny. 


uſnt by that juſt contempt his Follies bring 
On his craz'd Head, the Vermine fain wou'd 
But never Satyr did ſo ſoftly bite, (ſting. 
Or gentle George himſelf more gently write. 

Born to no others but thy own diſgrace, þ 


Thou art a thing ſo wretched and fo bale, 
Thou canſt not ev'n offend, but with thy Face. 
And doſt at once a ſad example prove, 

Of harmleſs malice and of hopeleſs Love. 

All pride ? and vglineſs? oh how we loath, 
A nauſeous Creature, ſo compog'd of both 
How. oft have we thy Cap'ring Perſon ſeen, 
With diſmal looſt and Melancholly Meen, 
The juſt reverſe of Nokes, when he wou'd be, 
Some mighty Heroe, and makes love like thee / 
T hon art below being laught at out of ſpight, 
Men gaze upon thee as a hideous ſight, 8 
And cry, there goes the Melancholly Knight. 
There are ſome modeſt Fools, we dayly ſee, 


Modeſt and dull, why they are Wits to thee ! 
| | For 
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For of all Folly, ſure the very top, 


J; Is a conceited Vinm and à fp. 7 
With Face of Farce, joynd to a Head Romancy, 
There's no ſuch Coxcomb' as your Fool of fancy: 

e, But ' tis too much on ſo deſpis'd a Them. 
No Man wou'd dabble in a ditty Stream: 

The worſt that I cou'd write, wou'd be no more, 


Than what thy very Friends have ſaid before. 


ä 


Upon Love foudly reſus d for 
Conſcience ſake. 


Ature, Creations Law, is judg'd by ſenſe, 
Not by the TyrantConſcience, 
Then our commiſſion gives us leave to do, 
What youth and pleaſure prompts us to: 
For we muſt queſtion elſe, Heavens great decree, 
Aud tax it witha treachery; ; | 
If things made ſweet to tempt our appetite, 
Should with a guilt ſtain the delight. 
Higher powers rule us, our ſelves can nothing do; 
Who made us Love, has made Love Lawful too. 
It was not Love, but Love transform'd to Vice, 
Raviſh'd with envious Avarice, 
Made Women firſt impropriate; all were free, 
Incloſures Mens inventions be _ 
Ftb' Golden Age no actions could be found, 
For treſpafs on my Neighbour's ground: 
T was juſt with any Fair to mix our Blood; 


* The beſt is'x iffuſive good - 2 
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No lond reproach, nor fond unwelcome ſonnd, 

of Womens Tongues thy Sacred Ear does wound; 
If any do, a nimble Mute, ſtrait tyes 

The True- loves knot, and ſtops her fooliſh cryes. 
Thou fear*ſt no injur*dKinſmans threatning Blade, 
Nor Midnight Ambuſhes, by Rivals laid; 

While here with aking Hearts our Joys we taſt 
Diſturb'd by Swords, like Democles his Feaſt. 


On Phet Ninny. 


uſnt by that juſt contempt his Follies bring 
On his craz*d Head, the Vermine fain wou'd 
But never Satyr did ſo ſoftly bite, (ſting. 5 
1 
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Or gentle George himſelf more gently write. 

Born to no others but thy own diſgrace, 

Thou art a thing ſo wretched and ſo baſe, 
Thou canſt not ev'n offend, but with thy Face. 
And doſt at once a ſad example prove, | 

Of barmleſs malice and of hopeleſs Love, I 
All pride ? and vglineſs? oh how we loath, 

A nauſeous Creature, ſo compos'd of both E 
How. oft have we thy Cap' ring Perſon ſeen, 

With diſmal looſt and Melancholly Meen, I 
The juſt reverſe of Nokes, when he wou'd be, 
Some mighty Heroe, and makes love like thee / 
Thou art below being laught at out of ſpight, 8 


Men gaze upon thee as a hideous ſight, 

And cry, there goes the Melancholly Knight. 

There are ſome modeſt Fools, we dayly ſee, = 

Modeſt and dull, why they are Wits to thee ! 
| For 
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For of all Folly, ſure the very top, 

Is a conceited Vinny and a Fop. Fa 
With Face of Farce, joyn'd to a Head Romancy 
There's no ſuch Coxcomb as your Fool of fancy: 
But *tis too much on ſo deſpis'd a Theam. 

No Man wou'd dabble in adiriy Stream: 

The worſt that | cou'd write, wou'd be no more, 
Than what thy very Friends have ſaid before. 


i. 
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Upon Love fondly refusd for 
Conſcience ſake. 


Ature, Creations Law, is judg'd by ſenſe, 
Not by the Tyrant Conſcience, 

Then our commiſſion gives us leave to do, 
What youth and pleaſure prompts us to: 

For we muſt queſtion elſe, Heavens great decree, 
And tax it with a treachery ; 

If things made ſweet to tempt our appetite, 
Should with a guilt ſtain the delight. _ 

Higher powers rule us, our ſelyes can nothing doz 
Who made us Love, has made Love Lawful too, 

It was not Love, but Love transform'd to Vice, 
Raviſh'd with envious Avarice, 

Made Women firſt impropriate; all were free, 
Incloſures Mens inventions be. | 

Pth'Golden Age no actions could be found, 
For treſpafs on my Neighbour's ground: 

*Twas juſt with any Fair to mix our Blood; 

The beſt is moſt 1 good- 


dhe 


She that confines her Beams to one mins ſight, 
Is a dark-Lanthon to a glorious light. 


Say, does the Virgin-ſpring leſs chaſt appear F 
Cauſe many thirſts are quenched there? 

Or hare you not with the ſame odours met, ; 
When more have ſmelt your Violet? 

The Phænix is not angry at her Neſt, ] 
Cauſe her perfumes make others bleſt ; 

Though Incenſe to th'eternal Gods be meant, I 
Yet mortals Rival in the ſcent. 
Man is the Lord of Creatures, yet we ſee N 

That all his Vaſſals Loves are free. 
The ſevere Wedlock fetters do not binde 1 
The Pard's inflam'd and Amorous mind, 
But that he may be like a Bridegroem led B 
Even to the Royal Lyons Bed. 0 
The Birds may for a year their Loves confine, F 
But make new choiſe each Valentine. : 
If our affections then more ſervile be 
Than are our Slaves, where's Mans Sove ratgnty? 2 


Why then by pleaſing more, ſhould you leſs pleaſe, 
And ſpare theſweets, being more ſweet than theſe 
If the freſhTrunk have ſap enough to give, 
That each inſertive branch may live; 
The Gard' ner Grafts not only Apples there, 
But adds the Warden and the Pear, 
The Peach and Apricock together grow, 
The Cherry and the Damſon too, 
Till he hath made by skillful Husbandry 
An intire Orchard of one Tree; 
So leſt our Paradiſe perfection want, 
We may as well Inoculate as Plant. 
Whar'sConſcience but a Bedlams midnight theam ? 
Or nodding Nurſes idle dream? A 
0 
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So feign'd, as are the Goblins, Elves and Fairics, 
To watch their Orchards and their Daries. 
For who can tell when firſt her reign begun? 
I'th' ſtate of innocence was none 
And ſince large Conſcience (as the Proverb ſhews) 
In the ſame ſence with bad one goes, 
The leſs the better then, whence this will fall, 
 *Tisto be perfect to have none at all- 


Suppoſe it be a vertue rich and pure, 


*Tis not for Spring, or Summer ſure, 

Nor yet for Autumn; Love muſt have his prime, 
His warmer Heats, and har veſt time. 

Till we have flouriſh'd, grown, and reap'd ourFiſhes, 
What Conſcience dares oppoſe our kiſles ? 


But when times colder Hand leads us near home, 


Then let that Winter Vertue come: 
Froſt is all then prodigious, we may do 
What youth and pleaſure prompts us to. 


| 1 N 1 = paw 8 1 | 


A paſtoral Courtſhip. 


Ehold theſe Woods, and mark my Sweet 
How all theſe boughs together meet 
The Ceder his fair Arms difplays, 
And mixes branches with the Bayes. 
The lofty Pine dains to deſcend, 
And ſturdy Oakes do gently bend 
One with another ſubt'ly Weaves 
Inta one Loom their various leaves; 
all ambitious were to be 
Mine and my Phylhs — 
| 2 
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Let's enter and diſcourſe our Loves; 


Theſe are, my dear, no tell-tale Groves! 


There dwell no Pyes, nor Parrots there, 

To prate again the words they hear. 

Nor babbling Eccho, that will tell 

The Neighbouring Hills one ſyllable, 
Being enter'd let's together lye, 

Twin'd like the Zodiacks Gemini! 

How ſweet the Flowers do ſweeter ſmell 2 

And all with emulation ſwell 

To be thy Pillow ? Theſe for thee 

Were meant a Bed, and thou for me, 

And I may with as juſt efteem 

. Preſs thee, as thou mayſt lye on them. 

And Why ſo coy ? What doſt thou fear? 

There lurks no ſpeckled Serpent here. 

No Venomous Snake makes this his Road, 


No Canker, nor the loathſome Toad. 


And yon poor Spider on the Tree, 

Thy Spinſter, will no poy ſoner be, 

There is no Frog to leap and fright 

Thee trom my Arms, and break delight; 

Nor Wail that o're thy Coat ſh3!l. trace, 

And leave behind a ſlimy Lace. 

This is the hallowed ſhrige of Love, 

No Waſp nor Hornet haunts this Grove, 

Nor Piſmire to make Pimples riſe 

Upon thy ſmooth and Ivory Thighs. 

No danger in theſe ſhades doth lye, 

Nothing ther wears a ſting, but I; 

And in it doth no Venom dwell, 

Although perchance it make thee ſwell. 
Being fer, let's ſport a while my fair, 

I will tie Love knots in thy Hair. 


( I OI ) — * 


See Zephyrus through the leaves doth ſtray, 
And has free liberty to play, 

And braids thy Locks; And ſhall I find 
Leſs favour than a ſaucy wind? 

Now let me fit, and fix my Eyes 

On thee, that art my Paradiſe, 

Thou art my all; the ſpring remains 

In the fair violets of thy Viens - 

And thar it is a Summers day, 

Ripe Cherries in thy Lips diſplay. 

And when for Autumn I would ſeek, 
Tis in the Apples of thy Cheek. 

Bur that which only moves my ſmart, 

Is to ſee Wfnter in thy Heart. 

Strange, when at once in one appear, 

All the four ſeafons of the year 

lle claſp that a where ſhould be ſet 
A rich and Orient Carskaaet ; 

But Swains are poor, admit of then 

More natural Chains, the Arms of Men. 
Come let me touch thoſeBreaſts that Swell 
Like two fair Mountains, and may well 
Be ſtiPd the Alpes, but that I fear 

The Snow has much leſs whiteneſs there. 
But ſtay (my Love) a fault! ſpy 

Why are theſe two fair Fountains dry ? 
Wie if they run, no Muſe would ple aſe 
To taſt of any Spring but theſe. 

And Ganymed employ'd ſhou'd be 

To fetch his Jove Nector from thee. 
Thou ſhalt be Nurſe fair Venus ſwears, 
To the next Cupid that ſhe bears. 

Were it not then diſcreetly done 

To ope one ſpring to let two run? 


Fy, fy, this Belly, Beavty's mint, 

Bluſhes to ſee no coyn ſtampt in't. 

Employ it then, for though it be 

Our wealth, it 1: your Royalty; 

And beauty will have currant grace 

That bears the Image of your face. 

How to the touch the Ivory Thighs 

Veil gently, and again do riſe, 

As plyable to the impreſſion 

As Virgins Wax, or Barian Stone 
Diſſolv'd to ſoftneſs ; plump and full, 
More white and ſoft than Cotſal Wool, 

Or Cotten from the Indian Tree, 

Or pretty Silk-worms Huſwifery, 

Theſe on twoMarble Pillars rais*d, 

Make me in doubt which ſhould be prais di 
They or their Columnes moſt; when 
I view thoſe Feet that I have ſee 
So nimbly trip it ore the Lawns, 

That all the Satyrs and the Fawns 

Have ſtood amaz d, when they would paſs 
Over the layes, and not a Graſs 

Would feel the weight, nor Ruſh, norBent, 
Drooping tetray which way you went; 

O then I felt my hot deſires Wes”. 

Burn more,and flame with donble Fires. 
Come let thoſe Thighs thoſe Legs, thoſe Fhet 
With mine in thouſand windings meet. 
And Woven in more ſubtile twines 
Than Woodbine, Ivy, or the Vines. 
For when Love ſees vs circling thus 
He'le like no Arbour more than us. 
Now let us kiſs, would you be gone? 
Manners at leaſt allows me one. 
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Bluſh you at this ? pretty one ſtay, 

And I will take that kiſs away. 

Thus witha ſecond, and that too 

A third wipes off; ſo will we go 

To numbers that the Stars out- run, 
And all the Atoms in the Sun. 

For though we kiſs till Phœhus ray 

Sink in the Seas, and kiſſing ſtay 

Till his bright Beams return again, 
There can of all but one remain 

And if for one good manners call, 

In one, good manners, grant me all. 

Are kiſſes all? they but fore - run 

Another duty to be done. 

What would you of that Minſtrel ſay 
That tunes his Pipes and will not play? 
Say what are PBloſſomg in their prime, OF 
That rfpen not in Harveſt time ? 

Or what are Buds that ne're diſcloſe 
The long'd for ſweetneſs of the Roſe ? 
So kiſſes to a Lover's gueſt 

Are invitati ons, not the feaſt, 

See every thing that we eſpy, 

Is Fruitful ſaving you and I: 

View all the Fields, ſurvey the Bowers, 
The Buds, the Bloſſoms and the Flowers. 
And ſay.if they ſo rich could be 

In barren baſe Virginity, 

Earth's not ſo coy as you are now, 

But willingly admits the Plow. 

For how bad Man or Beaſt been fed, 

If ſhe bal kept her Maiden-head ? 

Celia once co as are the reſt, 

Hangs now a babe on either Breaſt, 

h G 4 And 
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And Cloris ſince a Man ſhe took, _ 
Has leſs of Greenneſs in her look. © 


Our Ewes have yean'd, and every dam 


Gives ſuck unto her tender Lamb. 
As by theſe Groves we walk'd along, 


Some Birds were feeding of their young. 


Some on their Eggs did brooding ſit, 


Sad that they had not hatch*d them yet; 


Thoſe that were ſlower than the reſt, 
V Vere buſie building of the Neſt, 
You only will not pay the fine, 
You vow'd and ow'd to Valentine. 

As yon were Angling in the Brook 
With Silken Line and Silver Hook, 


Through Chryſtal ſtreams you might deſcry 


How vaſt and numberleſs a fry | 
The Fiſn hath ſpawn'd, that all along 


The Banks were crowded with the throng. 


And ſhall fair Venus more command 

By Water than ſhe does by Land ? 
The Phenix chaſt, yet when ſhe dies, 
Her ſelf with her own Aſhes lies. 

But let thy Love more wiſely thrive 
To do the act while th'art alive. 

"Tis time we let our Childiſh Love 
'That trades for toys,and now approye 
Our abler skill, they are not wiſe 

Look babies only in the Eyes, 


That ſmoother'd ſmile ſhews what you meant, 


And modeſt filence gives conſent. 
That which we now prepare, will be 
Beſt done in ſilent ſecreſie; | 


Come do not weep, what is't yon fear ? 
Left ſome ſhould know what we did here. 
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See, not a Flower you preſt is dead, 
But re- erects his bending Head ; 
That whoſoe're ſhall paſs this way, 
Knows not by theſe where Phillis lay. 
And in your {forehead there is none 
Can read the act that we have done. 
Phillis, 

Poor credulous and fimple Maid! 
By what ſtrange wiles art thou betraid : 
4 treaſure thou haſt loſt to day, 
For which thou canſt no ranſom 
How black art thou, transform'd with Sin! 
How ſtrange a guilt gnaws me within? 
Grief will convert*this red to pale; 
When every Wake, and Whitſand-ale 
Shall talk my ſhame; break, break ſad heart 
There is no Med'cine for my ſmart, 

No Herb nor Balm can cure my ſorrow, 
Unleſs yeu meet again to morrow, 


— 
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Captain Ramble. 


WII. Dans were knocking at my Door, 
I lay in Bed with wreeking W——, 


With Back ſo weak, and Tool ſo ſore 
You'd wonder. 
I rous'd my Doe, and lac'd her Gown, 
I pinn'd her Whisk, and dropt a Crown, 
She piſt and then! drove her down 
Like Thunder. 


From 
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From Chamber then I weat to Dinner, 
And drank ſmall Beet like mornful Sinner, 
But ſtil] I thought the Duce was in her 
Clitoris. 
I ſat at Muſcots in the dark, 
And heard a Tradeſman and a Spark, 
A Scrivener and a Lawyers Clark, 
| Tell Stories. 
From thence I went with muffled Face, 
To the Dukes Houſe, and took a place, 
In which 1 Spew'd, may't pleaſe his Grace, 
or Highneſs. 
Should I __ hang'd I cou'd not chooſe 
But laugh at Whores wbo dropt from Stews, 
Seeing that Mrs. Marg: ret” Hughs 
So fine is, 
_ When play was done ILcall'd a Link, 
Hearing ſome paultry pieces chink 
Within my Breeches, how d' ye think 
. - TI employ'd'em? 
Why, Sir, I went to Mrs. Speerings, 
Where ſome were Curling, others Swearing, 
Never a Barrel better Herring, 
Per fidem. 
Seveàs the main, *tis Eight or Ram me, 
? Tis Six ( ſaid I) as God ſhall fave me; 
And being true, they cou'd not blame me 
So Saying, 
Save me! quoth one, what Shamaroon 
Is this, has beg'd an | Afterneon 
Ofs Mother, to go up and down 


A playing ? 


Now 
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Now this to me was worſe than killing, 
Miſtake me not for I am willing, 
And able both, to drop a Shilling, 
Or Two Sir. 
Well aid my Lad, Quoth Bully Hack, 
With Whiskeys ſtern and Cordibeck * 
Pinn'd up behind, his ſcabby-Neck 
To ſhew Sir. 
With Mangy Fiſt, he graſpt the Box, 
Giving the Table bloody knocks, 
Calling upon the Plague and Pox 
T* aſſiſt him. 
Ten Shillings from me he did ſnatch, 
He'd like to have made a quick dif patch, 
Nor wou'd Times Regeſter, my Watch, 
Have miſt him, 
As luck wouꝰ'd have it ia came ill, 
Perceiving things went very ill, 
Quoth he, thou dſt better go and ſwill 
Canary. 
We ſteer'd our Courſe to Dragon Greens, 
Which is in Fleet-ſtreet to be ſeen, 
Where we drank Wine, not foul but clean 
Contrary. 
Out Hoſt Ecliped Edward Hammon 
Preſented ſlice of Bacon Gammon, 
Wach made us ſwallow Sack, as Salmon 
Does Water. 
Being over warm'd with laſt debauch, 
I grew as drunk as any Roach, 
When hot Bak d Wardens did approach, 
Or later, 
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But ſee the curſt confounded fate, 
Attends on drinking Wine ſo late, 
I drew my Tool on honeſt Kate 
O'th'Kitchin. 
Which Hammons Wife cou'd not endure, 
1 told her though ſhe look'd demure, 
That ſhe came lately, I was ſure, 
From Bitching. 
And having now diſcharg'd the Houſe, 
We did reſerve a gentle Souſe, 
With which we drank another Rouſe, 
At the Bar. 
And now good Chriſtians all attend, 
To drunkenneſs pray put an end, 
Ido adviſe you as a Friend, 
And Neighbour. 
For lo! that mortal here behold, 
Who cautious was in days of old, 
Is now become, raſh, ſturdy, bold, 
| And free Sir. 
For having ſcapt the Tavern ſo, 
There never was a greater Foe, 
Encovntr'd yet by Pompey, no 
Nor Ceſar. 
A Cunſt able both ſtern and dread, 
Who is from Muſtard, Brooms, and Thread, 
Preferr*d to be the Brainleſs-head 
O'th*People. 
A Gown, had on with Age made gray, 
A Hat too, which as Folks do ſay, 
Is Sir-nam'd to this very day, 
A Steeple. 
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His Staff, which knew as well as he, 
The buſineſs of Authority. 
Stood bold upright at ſight of me, 
Moff true tis. 
The Bilbo- Guard, that hither come, 
To keep the Kings Peace, ſafe at home, 
Vet cannot keep the Virmin from 
Their Cutis. 
Stand, ſtand, ſays one, and come before, 
You Iye ſaid ; like a Son of a H 
I can't. nor will not ſtand, that's more 
Dfye mutter. 
You watchful Knaves, I'll tell you what, 
Your Officer, ith? May -pole- Hat, 
I'll make as drunk as any Rat, 
Or Otter. 
The Cunſtable began to ſweN, 
Although he lik d the motion well, 
Quoth he my Frinds,this I muſt tell 
You clearly. 
The Peſtilence you can't forget, 
Nor th' diſpute with the Dutch, nor yet 
The dreadful Fire that made us get 
Up early. 
From which ( quoth he) I this infer, 
To have a Bodies Conſcience clear, 
Excelleth any coſtly Cheer, 
Or Banquet. 
Beſides ( and faith I think he wept ) 
Were it not better you had kept, 
Within your Chamber, and have ſlept 
ln Blank et. 
But I'll advice you by and by, 
A A ſhame of all advice ſaid I, 
Vour 7anizaries look as dry, 
As Vulcan, 
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We came not here to talk of Sin, 
—Come- here's a Shilling fetch it in, 
Our buſineſs now is to begin, 

A full Can. 
At laſt 1 made the Watch men drunk, 


Examin'd here and there a Punk, | J 


And then away to Bed I flunk, \ 


| To hide it. 
Now theſe my wiſhes are to you, 
Who will thoſe dangers not Eſcue, 
That ye may all go home and ſpew, 
_ AsSIdid. 
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As Concerning Man. 


O what intent or purpoſe was Man made, 
Who is by Birth to miſery betray d? 
Man in his tedious courſe of life runs through 
More Plagues than all the Land of Egypt knew. 
Doctors, Divines, grave Diſputations, Puns, 
In lookiag Citizens and {curvy Duns ; 
Inſipid Squires, fat Biſhops, Deans and Chapters, 


Enthuſiaſts, Prophesies, new Rants and Raptures ; 


L 


Pox, Gout, Catarrhs, old Sores, Cramps, Rheums 
(and Aches 


Half witted Lords, double chinn*d Bawds with 
( Patches ; 


2 \ ” \ 
Illiterate Courtiers, Chancery Suits for Life, 
A teazing Whore, and a more tedious Wife; 


; Raw 


( 111 ) 


Raw Inns of Court men, empty Fops, Buffoons, 
Bullies robuſt, round Aldermen, and Clowns; 
Gown-men which argue, and diſcuſs, and prate, 
And vent.dull Notions of a future State ; 

Sure of another World, yet do not know 
Whether they ſhall be ſav'd, or damn'd, or how. 


*T were better then that Man had never been, 
Than thus to be perplex*d : God ſave the Queen. 
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On Rome's Pardon. 


rr Rowe can pardon Sins, as Romans hold, 
And if thoſe Pardons can be bought and ſold, 
It were no Sin, t'adore, and wor ſhi p Gold. 


If they can purchaſe Pardons with a Sum, 
For Sins they may commit in time to come, 
And for Sins paſt, *tis very well for Rome. 


At this rate they are happy'ſt that have moſt ; 


T They'll purchaſe Heav'n at their own proper -olt ; 
$5 Alas the Poor! all that are fo, are loſt, 
8 


; Whence came this knack, or when did it begin ? 
eh | What Author have they, or who brought it in ? 
3 | Did Clyiſt &re keep a Cuſtom- houſe for Sin? 
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) 
Some ſubtile Devil, without more ado, 


Did certainly this fly invention brew, 
To gull em of their Souls, and Money too. 
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